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ELIZABETH ROWE, a character as much re- 
vered for the excellency of her mind as admired for 
the ſublimity of her genius, was born at Ilcheſter, in 
the county of Somerſet, September 11, 1674. Her pa- 
rents were eminent for their piety and virtue, as well as 
their attachment to the caule of religion; her father, 
Mr. Walter Singer, having ſuffered impriſonment 
purſuant to an a fed againſt non-conformilſts, in 
the reign of Charles II. But though firm in the pro- 
feſſion of his religious principles, he had thoſe exalted 
ideas of the . of the deity, which are incom- 
patible with a rooted bigotry and gloomy ſullenneis; 
nor could he ſubſcribe to the opinions of thoſe who 
would limit the bounds of the divine mercy and good- 
neſs, which he was well affured were extended to the 
whole creation, and therefore nothing could exclude 
rational beings from it, but an obſtinate reſiſtance of 
the means appointed for their preſent and future hap- 
ineſs. As a member of ſociety he was eſteemed for 
his integrity, benevolence, and ſimplicity of manners, 
and honoured with the triendſhip of Lord Weymouth, 
and Biſhop Kenn, who at that time were no leſs re- 
ſpeRed for their virtues, than the ſuperiority of their 
rank in life, But let it ſuffice to ſum up the character 
of this good man in the elegant deſcription of his 
daughter, in one of her familiar letters to a friend. 
© I have eaſe and plenty to the extent of my wiſhes, 
and cannot form delires of any thing, but what 
father's indulgence would procure ; and I aſł nothin 
of heaven but the good old man's life: The perfedt 
ſanity of his life, and the benevolence of his temper, 
make him a refuge to all in diſtreſs, to the widow and 
tatherleſs. The people load him with bleſſings and 
prayers whenever he goes abroad ; which he never does 
but to reconcile his neighbours, or to right the — 
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4 LIFE OF MRS. ROWE, 
and oppreſſed ; the reſt of his hours are entirely devoted 
to his private devotions, and to books which are his 
perpetual] entertainment,” | 

As he lived in uniform obedience to the divine com- 
mands, ſo he died in perfect reſignation to the divine 


will, a ſtriking inſtance of the power of religion, and 


the exaited ſtate of the human mind, when ſupported 
by the conſciouſneſs of the favour of the Almighty, 
and the animating proſpect of a life of immortal bliſs. 
The calmneſs and reſignation which this good man 
evinced in his expiring moments, had ſuch an effect 
upon the mind of one of the free-thinkers of the age 
who was preſent, that he was ready to ſay, as the 
Roman Governor did when wrought upon by the ora- 
tory of the Apoſtle Paul; © Almoſt thou perſuadeſt 
me to be a chriſtian.” And the ſuppoſed confeſſion of 
an infidel on a like occaſion, ſuggeſted to Mrs. Rowe 
the following obſervation: That though he thought 
religion a deluſion, yet it was the moſt agreeable de- 
luſion in the world; and the men who flattered them- 
ſelves with thoſe gay viſions, had much the advantage 
of thoſe that ſaw nothing before them, but a gloomy 
uncertainty, or the dreadful hope of annihilation.” The 
inference drawn from theſe premiſes is ; that this con- 
feſſion, if the infidel be true to himſelf, muſt terminate 
in his converſion to chriſtianity. 

Mrs. Rowe had two ſiſters, one of whom died in 
her infancy, the other attained her twentieth year; the 
companion of her ſiſter in the path of honour and vir- 
tue, Their minds were congenial, their inclination 
for reading ſimilar, and particularly books on medi- 
cinal ſubjects, of which they acquited io competent a 
knowledge, as enabled them to diſpenſe the benefits of 
the healing art to their indigent neighbours, who ad- 
mired their ingenuity and extolled their liberality. 
Prompted by a laudable ambition, they were indefati- 
gable in the purſuit of knowledge, and their reciprocal 
communication tended to their mptual improvement, 


and if the life of both had been ſpared, would have 
greatly 
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LIFE OF MRS. ROWE. 5 
greatly enlivened their attainments. But as earthly 
bleſſings are ſeldom permanent or without alloy ; the 
two lovely ſiſters were ſeparated by death! one ex- 
alted ſpirit ſoared to the regions of bliſs ; the other was 
permitted to protract her abode here below, where ſhe 
continued many years in the exerciſe of the nobleſt 
works of piety towards God and humanity towards 
mankind. 

Mrs. Rowe in her infant years gave proofs of a ſtrength 
of mind and inclination to virtue, rarely to be found 
in the dawn of life, and which muſt have afforded her 
pious and well diſpoſed parents an highly gratitying 
proſpect of her future excellence, in all the endowments 
and qualifications that could adorn her ſex, and render 
her an ornament to human nature, 

It is not known at what particular age ſhe hegan 
to entertain ſerious thoughts of the nature and ne- 
ceſſity of Religion ; though it is reaſonable to think 
it was as early in life, as ſhe can be ſuppoſed capable 
of forming diſtin ideas of the reverence and duty ſhe 
owed her Creator, which improved with her growing 
years, till her piety and virtue attained to that degree 
of eminence, Which rendered her the admiration and 
delight of the whole circle of her acquaintance. This 
opinion is confirmed in one of her own addrefles to the 
divine Being, in which ſhe has theſe words. My in» 
fant hands were early lifted up to thee, and I ſoon 
learned to know and acknowledge the God of my fa- 
thers. Her ſerious turn of mind was doubtleſs the 
reſult of a religious education improved and enforced 
by her natural diipofition ; for though ſhe poſſeſſed an 
uncommon 8 of temper, ſhe entertained ſuch 
a reverential awe for the divine Majeſty, as fully diſ- 


poſed her for the performance of the molt ſolemn act of 
devotion, Some perſons, from paſſages that occur in 
her Devout Exerciſes, have been induced to think that 
the livelineſs of. her diſpoſition might interrupt her de- 
votion, as ſhe complains of her want of due tervour ; 
but this language muſt be attributed to her great hu- 
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6 LIFE or MRS. ROWE. 
mility; under a ſenſe of the imperfection of the beſt 
religious duties of which the moſt ſhining profeſſors, as 
fallen creatures, can be capable; fince after they have 
exerted their utmoſt efforts in promoting the cauſe of 
their divine maſter, they are ſtill but unprofitable ſer- 


vants. 


As painting and poetry have ever been deemed ſiſter 
arts, from the reſemblance they bear to each other ; 
originating in the power of imagination, and centering 
in a pictureſque deſcription of nature; it is no matter 
of wonder that thoſe who in early life diſcover an incli- 
nation for the one, ſhould in the courſe of time have 
a taſte for the other, and be qualified to judge of its 
beauties, though they have not produced any ſpecimens 
of their ſkill in its execution. 

Mrs. Rowe diſcovering an inclination to painting, 
when ſhe had hardly ſtrength and ſteadineſs of hand to 
guide the pencil; her indulgent father obſerving her 
propenſity to the art, employed a matter to inſtruct her, 
and ſhe acquired ſuch a knowledge of it, as to render 
it a ſource of occaſional entertainment during the whole 
courſe of her life, An ingenious acquaintance of this 
accompliſhed perſon obſerves, that © probably the culti- 
tivated the art, as it afforded her opportunities of gra- 
tifying her friends with preſents of her beſt produc- 
tions ; for the kept very few of them herlelf, and thoſe 
only ſuch as ſhe judged unworthy the acceptance of 
others.” 

It muſt appear to every one acquainted with her 
literary productions, that ſhe was naturally inclined to 
harmony, and muſt delighted with mutic of the grave 
and ſolemn kind, as beſt adapted to the ſublimity of 
her ideas, and the elevated ſentiments of devotion ſhe 
entertained for the greateſt and beſt of Beings, 

But though the diſcovered in many inftances an in- 
clination to painting and muſic ; poetry had the aſ- 
cendancy in her mind, and was the favourite and moſt 
conſtant object of her purſuit. In this art ſhe acquired 
a degree of eminence in early life, and ſuch was the 

torce 


LIFE OF MRS. ROWE, - 
force x her genius for pre diſplay, that it per- 
vaded her proſaic compoſitions, which are fraught with 
all the beautiful images, bold figures, and flowery 
diction that enforce and adorn her productions in verſe, 
as will be evident from peruſing bee familiar letters, 
which bear the ſtamp of an inſpiring mule. She began 
indeed to evince her propenſity for verſification as ſoon 
ſhe was capable of writing ; and in the year 1696, 
when ſhe had attained to the twenty-ſecond of her age, 

ubliſhed at the defire of two literary friends, a col- 
[e&tion of pcems on various occahons, which there is 
ground to ſuppoſe did not compriſe the whole of her 
productions, as the writer of the preface intimates that 
the author might afterwards be prevailed on to oblige 
the world with a ſecond part in no reſpect inferior to 
the former.“ 

She aſſumed the poetical name of Philomela, [the 
nightingale] under which her productions were uſhered 
into the world ; whether by her own choice, or at the 
inſtance of her friends, as a compliment to her merit, 
cannot be aſcertained. From her known modeſty the 
latter ſeems moſt probable; and that defiring her name 
to be concealed, the appellation of Philomela was ſub- 
ſtitnted| for it, as happily alluſive to the mellifluous 
ſtrains of her poetry, which bear a reſemblance to the 
plaintive notes of the nightingale, according to the 
deſcription of the great Milton. 


Sweet bird that ſhunn'ſt the noiſe of folly, 
Moſt muſical, moſt melancholy 


At the age of twenty, her poetical talents attracted 
the notice of the noble family of Thynne, which re- 
ſided at Longleat. They were ſo charmed with a little 
copy of her verſes which accidentally fell into their 
hands, that they had the greateſt defre to ſee the fair 
author, and therefore ſent her a moſt polite and preſſ- 


The poetical works of Mrs. Rowe will form a part 
of our Pocket Library. 


ing 


8 LIFE OF MRS. ROWE. 
ing invitation to their villa, The invitation according 
to the forms of good breeding, was accepted by the 
young lady, aud from that moment a friendſhip com- 
menced that terminated but with lite: a friendſhip 
that redounded not more to the honour of our female 
bard, in being admitted to a familiarity with perſons 
of rank ſo ſuperior in the outward diſtinctions of life; 
than to the commendation of an elegant taſte, and diſ- 
criminating judgment, in the noble perſonages, who 
were thus liberally diſpoſed to afford their ſanction to 
ſuch promiſing talents. So highly did the family eſ- 
teem the accompliſhments of their viſitant, that to 
add to their ſplendour, the honourable Mr. Thynne, 
ſon to the Lord Viſcount Weymouth, voluntarily un- 
dertook to inſtruct her in the French and Italian lan- 

uages ; and ſo rapid was the progreſs of his fair ſcho- 
- that ſhe was but a few months under his tuition, 
before ſhe was able to read Taſlo's Jeruſalem, with 
equal facility and propriety. 

It is not to be wondered that ſuch an union of ac- 
compliſhments, mental and perſonal, ſhould procure 
the poſſeſſor a train of humble and importunate ſuitors. 
Amongſt theſe it is ſaid was the much admired bard 
Matthew Prior, who offered to take her as partner for 
life. If this circumſtance is kept in view during the 
peruſal of Prior's Poems, it will appear, that allowing 
the author to be under the influence of love as well as the 
muſe, the concluding lines in his anſwer to the paſtoral 
in Love and Friendſhip by Miſs Singer, are not without 
foundation in truth, and that ſhe was the nameleſs 
lady to whom the (ame author inſcribes the following 
copy of verſes. But Mr. Thomas Rowe was the man 
* to enjoy with this accompliſhed woman the 
reciprocal pleaſures of connubial bliſs. 

Mr. Thomas Rowe was born in London, in the 
year 1687; he was the eldeſt fon of the Rev. Benoni 


* See Prior's Poems, in Cooke's Britiſh Pocts, which 
forms a pait of his Unirorzat Pockrr Linnaky. 7 
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LIFE OF MRS. ROWE. 9 
Rowe, a divine of profound learning and ſound judg- 
ment, much admired for his powers of eloquence in the 
pulpit, and reſpected for his engaging manner in ſocial 
converſe, The huſband of our author had to boalt 
an honourable deſcent ; but as he reſted his fame on 
2 merit, and diſdained to ſhine by a borrowed 
ight, he declined any honours he might have derived 
trom his anceſtry, as incompatible with that true 
dignity which centers alone in virtue. He gave 
proofs of extraordinary abilities and a peculiar deſire 
after improvement at a very early period of life, being 
able to read as ſoon almoſt as he could ſpeak. Dit- 
daining thoſe trivial amuſements and tinſel gewgaws to 
which children in general are attached, his mind was 
principally intent on books, and if he was occaſionally 
prevailed upon by the ſolicitations of his companions 
to join in their puerile diverſions, he diſcovered rather 
diſguſt than pleaſure in the purſuit of them, and was 
anxious to abandon them and return to the nobler 
employment of acquiring knowledge. 

He was initiated in claſſical learning at Epſom, 
and by his afiiduous application made ſuch a profi- 
ciency in that branch of education, as gained him the 
peculiar favour of his maſter, and reſpect of his ſchool- 
fellows z which he conſidered as the moſt gratifying 
reward that could poſſibly reſult from all the efforts 
he had exerted to obtain it. He was afterwards ſent 
to the Charter-houſe-ichool, and put under the tuition 
of Doctor Walker; a divine eminent for his own 
learning, and the number of excellent claſſical ſcholars, 
who received their education from him in that ancient 
nurſery of polite learning. Rowe acquired the ſame 
degree of ſuperiority over his ſchool-fellows at the 
Charter-houſe as he had done at Epſom, inſomuch 
that the Doctor, after he had finiſhed his claſſical ſtudies, 
and was a maſter of the Latin, Greek and Hebrew 
languages, perſuaded his father to ſend him to one of 
the Englith Univerſities. But Mr. Rowe, whether 
ſeom the influence of his own political or religious 

opinions, 


10 LIFE OF MRS, ROWE. 
opinions, or any other 2 motive cannot be 
determined, choſe rather to ſend his ſon to a private 
academy in London, and ſome time before his death 
removed him to the univerſity of Leyden, where he 


ſtudied the Jewiſh Antiquities under Withus, Civil 


Law under Vitrarius, the Belles Lettres under Perizo- 
nius, and Experimental Philoſophy under Senguerdius. 
From this mart of learning he returned, an accom- 

liſhed ſcholar, with a vaſt acceſſion of treaſure in books 
he had purchaſed, and knowledge he had acquired, 
without any taint of his morals, which he had pre- 
ſerved as uncorrupt, as if he had been under the con- 
troul of the moſt rigid inſpection. 

Mr. Rowe, from education and principle, was zea- 
louſly attached to the cauſe of civil and religious liberty. 
He had imbibed the moſt generous ſentiments from 
his familiar acquaintance with hiſtory, and the re- 
nowned authors of ancient Greece and Rome, During 
his reſidence at Leyden, he had examples continually 
betore him of the benefit reſulting from freedom, as 
the parent of induſtry, the nurſe of the arts and ſci- 
ences, and the grand ſource of ſocial bliſs. Fraught 
with generous and exalted ideas, he could not on his 
return to his native country but ſee with concern, prin- 
ciples adopted and ated upon by ſome men in power, 
ſubverſive of its liberties, its glory, and its happineſs. 
As he deteſted tyranny of every kind, but particularly 
that which is exerciſed over the reaſon and conſcience 
of mankind, he oppoſed with a laudable zeal the arbi- 
trary ſtrides that were made to ſuppreſs religious tolera- 
tion, juſtly deeming the ſlavery of the mind, as the 
moſt abject and ignominious that can poſſibly be 
entailed upon rational beings, His writings will per- 
petuate his patriotiſm and philanthropy, as they evi- 
dently ſhew him to have been the advocate of virtue 
and the friend of mankind. From his love of liberty 
proceeded his attachment to the illuſtrious houſe of 
Hanover, in which he had the ſatisfaction of living 
to ſee the ſucceſſion to the Britiſh throne take place, 

and 
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LIFE OF MRS. ROWE, 11 
and he would often congratulate his friends on that 
bappy and memorable event. 

As Mr. Rowe's deſire for the acquiſition of know- 
ledge admitted of no bounds, he was indefatigable 
in the purſuit of it, and therefore devoted all his morn- 
ing hours to ſtudy, till the time of his being ſeized 
with the diſtemper which proved mortal. His library 
conſiſted of a moſt extenſive and judicious collection of 
books; and as he was continually making additions 
to it, amounted, as it is ſaid, at his death to above 
five thouſand volumes. 

His mind was ſtored with knowledge of every kind, 
which added to a moſt retentive memory and an inex- 
hauſtible fund of wit, rendered him a molt lively and 
entertaining companion; ſo that his ſociety was courted 
and prized, throughout the whole circle of his acquain- 
tance, He was an excellent judge of poetry, and ſeems 
himſelf to have poſſeſſed the requiſites for a poet, ſuch 
as a lively imagination, aptitude for expreſſion, and 
fluency of diction ; but as he did not cultivate the art, 
as his leading paſſion, he cannot be ſuppoſed to have 
attained to any degree of eminence in it. 

His principal ſtudy was hiſtory, for which he was 
peculiarly qualified, by his univerſal reading, vaſt me- 
mory and exquiſite judgment. He had formed a de- 
ſign of compiling the lives of all the illuſtrious perſons 
of antiquity omitted by the famous Grecian Biographer 
Plutarch; and to qualify himſelf for that arduous un- 
dertaking, had peruſed with the utmoſt attention all the 
ancient Hiſtorians, both Roman and Grecian, Indeed 
he executed his deſign in part, for he wrote eight lives 
which were publiſhed after his deceaſe as a ſupplement 
to the work of that much admired Biographer, in which 
he diſcovers great knowledge of ancient hiſtory in par- 
ticular, and of human nature in general. The le is 
enſy, conciſe and nervous, the facts related are authen- 
ticated by indubitable teftimony, and the obſervations 
and inferences founded on the molt impartial and equi- 
table principles, , D 

r. 
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Dr. Chandler, a diſſenting miniſter of great genius, 
learning and probity, wrote a preface to Rowe's Lives, 
in which he expreſſes his eſteem for the author in the 
following words: He muſt be inſenſible to true 
| merit, and to all juſt regards to the public good, that 
| can look over theſe valuable remains, without finding in 
himſelf a true reſpect and eſteem raiſed for the author; 
and his own heart inſpired with an encreaſing love to 
the liberties and welfare of his country.“ Beſides 
theſe lives, he had prepared for the preſs the lite of 
Thraſybulus, which was ſubmitted to the revilal of 
Sir Richard Steele, but from cauſes not known never 
publiſhed. 

Mr. Rowe being at Bath in 1709, was introduced 
by a friend to the company of Miſs Singer, who lived 
in a recluſe manner in a ſpot not far diſtant from that 
city, He had a predilection for her from her writings, 
which he had read with the greateſt delight, as well 
as trom the favourable report he had heard from ſeveral 
ot her acquaintance; but when he had an opportunity 
of ſeeing and converſing with her, he was captivated 
hy the union of ſo much beauty, wit, and virtue, 
and from an admirer foon became a ſuitor. As a 
proof of the high veneration in which he held the quali- 
fications of Miſs Singer, both mental and perſonal, 
we ſhall cite the following extract from a poetical 
epiſtle he ſent to a friend and neighbour of that lady, 
during the courtſhip, 


Youth's livelieſt bloom, a never-fading grace, 
And more than beauty ſparkles in her face. 

Yet the bright form creates no looſe deſires, 

At once ſhe gives, and puriſies our fires, 

And paſſions chaſte, as her own ſoul, inſpires. 
Her foul, Heaven's perfect workmanſhip, deſign'd 
To bleſs the ruin'd age, and ſuccour loſt mankind ; 
To prop abandon'd Virtuc's ſinking cauſe, 

And inatch from Vice its undeſerv'd applauſe. 


The happy pair, whoſe minds were fo congenial, 
were united in the bands of marriage in the year 
| 1710, 
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1710, on which occaſion a learned friend of Mr. 
Rowe wrote a Latin Epigram, of which the following 
is a tranſlation : 


On the Marrriage of Mr. Tamas Rowe and Miſs Elizabeth 
Singer, 
No more, proud Gallia, bid the world revere 
Thy learned pair, Le Fevre and Dacier: 
Britain may boaſt ; this happy day unites 
Two nobler minds in Hymen's ſacred rites: 
What theſe have ſung, while all th'inſpiring nine 
Exalt the beautics of the verſe divine; 
Thoſe (humble critics of th' immortal ſtrain) 
Shall bound their fame to comment and explain. 


The tranſcendant virtues and elegant endowments 
of Mrs. Rowe could not fail to maintain the generous 
paiſion they at firſt excited in the breaſt of her huſband, 
lo ſuſceptible of every tender emotion, and alive to 
every delicate feeling. He knew how to eſtimate the 
merits of his amiable conſort, and to repay by the ten- 
dereſt and moſt endearing careſſes, the care and ſolici- 
tude ſhe always diſcovered for his perſon and happi- 
neſs. Some time after the marriage he took occaſion 
to expreſa his ſentiments of connubial friendſhip and 
affection, in an ode addreſſed to her under the name ot 
Delia; and as the following lines ſeem to have pre- 
ſaged events in a manner fo agreeable to the wiſhes 
expreſſed in them, we preſume they will not be un- 
acceptable to our readers. 


So long may thy inſpiring page, 
And great example, bleſs the riſing age! 
Long in thy charming priſon may'ſt thou ſtay 
Late, very late, aſcend the well-known way, 
And add new glories to the realms of day! 
At leaſt Heav'n will not ſure this pray'r deny: 
Short be my life's uncertain date 
And earlier far than thine the deſtin'd hour of fate! 
Whene'er it comes may'ſt thou be by, : 
Support my ſinking frame, and teach me how to die. 


Baniſh 
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Baniſh deſponding nature's gloom, ' 
Make me to hope a gentle doom,, 
And fix me all in joys to come. 
With ſwimming eyes Il gaze upon thy charms, 
And claſp thee dying in my fainting arms: 
Then gently leaning on thy breaſt 
Sink in ſoft lumbers to eternal reſt, _ 
The ghaſtly form ſhall have a pleafing air, 
Aud all things ſmile while Heav'n and thou art there; 


As Mr. Rowe was not of a robuſt habit of body, a 
'| long ſeries of intenſe application to ſtudy might pro- 
| bably produce that decline of health, which allayed 
the happineſs of connubial life, during the* greater 
part of its ſhort duration. About the cloſe of the 
/ year 1714 he appeared to labour under a conſumption, 

which in the courle of a few months put a period to his 
life, on the 13th of May, 1715, when he was but juſt 
paſt the twenty-eighth year of his age. He was in- 
il terred in the vault belonging to his family in the burial 
6 place in Bunhill-fields, where on his tomb are only 
|| marked his name and the date of his birth and death. 
| But ample juſtice was done to his memory by his 
l amiable relict in the elegy ſhe wrote on his death, which 
| is juſtly deemed the moſt admirable of her poetical 
works. She continued, indeed, to the laſt moments of 
her life, to teſtify in every inſtance the higheſt venera- 
tion and affection for his memory, as is cvident from 
the poem ſhe wrote on the anniverſary return of the day 
on which he died.“ 

The noiſe and buſtle of a town life by no means 
ſuited the contemplative diſpoſition of Mrs. Rowe, nor 
could any thing reconcile her to a reſidence in London, 
during even the winter ſeaſon, but the ſociety of her 
huſband ; ſo that as ſoon after his deceaſe as ſhe could 
arrange her affairs, ſhe retired to enjoy that ſolitude 
with which the was lo highly delighted, to Frome in 
Somerſetſhire, in the vicinity of which ſhe poſſeſſed 
couliderable lauded property. Though upon her leav- 
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LIFE OF MRS, ROWE. 15 
ing town, ſhe formed a reſolution to reviſit it no more, 
but paſs the reſidue of her days in total ſolitude, ſhe 
was ſometimes induced to recede from that determina- 
tion. She could not withſtand the importunate ſolici- 
tations of -her honourable friend Mrs. Thynne, but 
paſſed ſome time with her in London, to conſole her on 
the death of her daughter; nor could ſhe on the me- 
lancholy occaſion of the death of Mrs. Thynne herſelf, 
refuſe compliance with the requeſt of the Counteſs 
of Hertford to reſide ſome time with her Ladyſhip at 
Marlborough, to ſoften by her engaging converſation 
and friendly admonition, the very ſevere affliction the 
underwent for the loſs of ſo excellent a parent. She 
was alſo on ſome future occaſions prevailed upon by 
the ſame illuſtrious lady, to ſpend a few months with 
her at ſome of the Earl of Hertford's ſeats in the coun- 
try. But ſhe always quitted her retirement with much 
reluctance, and diſcovered the greateſt eagerneſs to re- 
turn to it, as ſoon as ever ſhe had fulfilled her engage- 
ments with her noble friends! 

In the happieſt hours of her retirement, ſhe com- 
poled the greateſt part of her works, and particularly her 
Friendſhip in Death, „and the ſeveral Letters Moral 


and Entertaining.* * The drift of the Letters from the 


Dead, is (as expreſſed in the preface) to impreſs the 
notion of the ſoul's immortality, without which all 
virtue and religion, with their temporal/ and eternal 
good conſequences, muſt fall to the ground, and to 
mike our mind familiar with the thought of our future 
exiſtence, and contract as it were an habitual perſuaſion 
of it by writings built on that foundation, and ad- 
dreſſed to the affections and imagination.“ 

The deſign both of theſe and the Letters moral and 
entertaining evidently is, by preſenting to the mind 
fictitious examples of the molt diſintereſted benevo- 
lence, and inflexible virtue, to animate the reader to 
the practice of whatever tends to ennoble human na- 
ture, and promote the happineſs of mankind : and on 
the other hand, by pourtraying images of horror and 

B 2 exhibiting 


Sy 
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exfibiting characters diſguſting in themſelves, to ge 
ter the young and unwary from ſuch purſuits, which af 
perſevered in mult embitter the preſenꝭ lite, and endan- 
ger the happineſs of the future. The tendency of ſuch 
a a deſign muſt highly recommend it, as the efforts of 
genius have been too frequently excrted jn diſguil- 
ing the native deformity of vice; and in Palliating, if 
not juſtifying, immorality of conduct. * But this ex- 
cellent lady (as oblerved by an eminent writer of the 
laſt age,) poſſeſſed ſo much ſtrength and firmneſs of mind, 
and ſuch a perfect natural goodneſs, as could not be 
perverted by the largeneſs of her wit; and was proof 
againſt the art of poetry itſelf.” And it is added with 
— propriety by a modern writer; that the elegant 

tters which gave occaſion to remark this diſtinct ĩon 
in Mrs. Rowg's character, as a, polite, nter, are: not 
only chaſte and infipcent, but Tren rvient to 
the trueſt intereſts of mankind; and evidently deſigned, 
by repreſenting virtue in all its genuine beauty, to re- 
commend it to the choice and admiration of mankind.“ 

Our author, in the year 1736, was prevailed on by 
the importunity of ſome of her moſt intimate friends, 
to publiſh her Hiſtory of Joſeph, in ten books. This 
poem was the production of her · juvenile days ; and 
when firſt printed went no farther than the marriage of 
the hero of the* piece; but at the expreſs deſire of an 
illuſtrious friend, that the narration might compriſe 
the memorable circumſtance of Joſeph's diſcovering 
himſelf to his brethren, ſhe added two other books, 
which ſhe is ſaid to have perfected in the courſe of 
three or four days; and this latter part, her laſt work, 
was publiſhed but a few weeks before her death. 

She had retired ſome time before this important 
event took place, to her favourite receſs at Frome. 
The buſineſs of her life, ftrange as it may ſeem to gav 
and diſſipated minds, had been to prepare for death. 
She was bleſſed with a good conſtitution, which a long 
ſeries of years had but little impaired ; but a few 
months before her diflolution, ſhe was attacked by a 

* diſeaſe, 
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diſeaſe, from the ſymptoms of which ſhe herſelf. as 
well as her friends, found cauſe to apprehend danger. 
Though ſhe ingenuouſly conteſſed the did nga pd herſelt 


entirely free from that alarm, from whis 
with its moſt exalted attainments.q«gyor be; Oagypt on 
ſo trying an occaſion; yet When ee the 
mercy of God through the mediation af UE ee 
deemer, ſhe found from a firm: reliance on.zheK & 
a degree of ſatisfaction and tranſport, that (han 
tears of joy, the knew not that ſhe had ev 
like in all her life ;* and. ſhe repeated on this gg 
Mr. Pope's veries; entitled“ The Dying Chriſtian,” 
in ſo feeling a manner, as abundantly proved to her 
friends around her, that ſhe was fully impreſſed with 
the elevated ſentiments of devotion and reſignation, 
which this exquiſite piece of ſacred poetry is calculated 
to inſpire. : | 

But. Mrs. Rowe recovered from- this alarming ſhock 
of her conſtitution; and from her exact temperance, as 
well as perfect ſerenity of mind, undiſturbed by woridly 
cares or tumultuous paſſions, her friends were encou- 
raged to hope for a much longer continuance of a lite 
ſo uſeful and deſirable, than it pleaſed the great diſpoſer 
of all events to allot. On the very day on which ſhe 
was attacked by the diſorder, that in a few hours 
proved mortal, the ſeemed to thoſe about her to be in 
perfect health, and in the evening of it converſed with 
a friend, with her uſual alertneſs before ſhe returned to 
her chamber. Soon after her ſervant hearing an hnuz 
ual noiſe in her miſtreſs's room, haſtened-thithasi, ad 
to her great conſternation found her pr 


foor, ipeechleſs, and in the agonies of deaf, y 
kcian and ſurgeon. were immediately ſert { ache. 
the means uſed were ineffectual, and Wesens dn 


nature 


Sungay morning, February 28, 1737, in the ſixty· third 
year of her age. Her diſeaſe was ſuppoſed by the fa- 
culty to have been an apoplexy. From w Teligious 
book® that was found lying open by her, and alſo tome 
loſe papers on which ſhe had written ſome unconnected 
3 lentences, 


13 LIFE OF MRS. ROWE, 
ſentences, it appeared that ſhe paſſed the lateſt moments 
of her life in the exerciſe of devotion. 

It is remarked by a pious friend, that the ſudden 
departure of Mrs. Rowe, from this tranſitory ſtate of 
exiſtence, may be conſidered as a token of the divine 
favour in anſwer to her earneſt entreaties at the throne 
of grace; for as ſhe was fearful that the violence of 
pain, or the languor of decaying nature, might bring on 
a depreſſion ot ipirits, or cauſe ſuch indication of alarm 
on the view of approaching diſſolution, as might reflect 
diſhonour on her profeſſion as a chriſtian, her manu- 
ſcript book of devotions contains frequent petitions 
to heaven, deprecating ſuch a ſituation ; and ſhe often 
expreſſed to her friends a deſire of a ſudden departure, 
eſpecially when ſhe was particularly affected by ſuch 
apprehenſions. Indeed, we may adopt on this occaſion 
the words of Mr. Graves, in a letter to a friend ſoon 
after her deceaſe. Though her death be univerſally 
lamented, yet the manner of it is rather to be eſteemed 
a part of her happineſs. One moment to enjoy this 
life; the next, or after a pauſe, we are not ſenſible of, 
to find ourſelves got beyond, not only the tears of death, 
but death itfelf, and in poſſeſſion of everlalting life, 
and health and pleaſure : this moment to be devoutly 
addreſſing ourſelves to God, or employed in delightful 
meditations on his perfections; the next in his preſence, 
and ſurrounded with ſcenes of bliſs perfectly new and 
unſpeakably joyous; is a way of departing out of 
this life to be deſired, not dreaded by ws”, 2 and 
felicitated, not condoled by our ſurviving friends: 
when all things are in readineſs for our removal out of 
the world, it is a privilege to be ſpared the ſad cere- 
mony of parting, and all the pains and ſtruggles of fee- 
ble nature.” 

Though Mrs. Rowe poſſeſſed from nature, great 
vivacity of temper and gaiety ot diſpoſition, and ſeemed 
peculiarly adapted to enjoy the innocent pleaſures and 
amuſements of life; yet her mind was ſo impreſſed 
with a ſenſe of the ſuperior bliſs refulting from the 

contempla- 
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LIFE OF MRS, ROWE, - _ 
contemplation of a future world, that ſhe looked down 
with contempt on all ſublunary objects, and aſpired, 
with an holy ardour, to a ſtate of perfection nat to be 
attained within the narrow conlincs of a limited ex- 
iſtence, When her friends congratulated her on the 
appearance of health and vigour, which were viſible in 
her countenance, and expreſſed the pleaſing proſpect 
they had of the continuance of her lite for a ſeries of 
future years; ſhe would reply © that it was the ſame 
as telling a ſlave his fetters were like to be laſting, or 
complimenting him on the ſtrength of the walls of his 
dungeon.“ Indeed, the expreſſed upon every occifion, 
a moſt ardent deſire of entering upon a life of immor- 
tality, and frequently flattered herſelf with the expect- 
ation of its near approach, and in particular a ſhort 
time before her death, communicated to her religious 
friends her firm perſuaſion, that her continuance upon 
earth would be but of ſhort duration, but without aſſign- 
ing any reaſon for her opinion, We do not lay any 
ſtreſs on ſuch ſuppoſed preſages, but only mention them 
on the authority of preceding biographers. 

This pious and exemplary chriltian, was interred at 
her own requeſt under the ſame ſtone with her father, 
in the Mreting- place at Frome, on which occaſion a 
funeral ſermon was preached by the miniſter of the 
ſame to a crouded audience, who revered her character, 
and lamented her loſs with uncommon tokens of ſorrow, 
To the poor, her death was a particular ſource of 
affliction; as to them ſhe was a never-failing benefac- 
treſs, and her bounty was heightened by the conde- 
ſcending manner in which it was diſpenſed. The fol- 
lowing letters to ſeveral of her friends, for whom ſhe 
entertained a particular eſteem and affection, were 
found in her cabinet, left there with her expreſs defire 
that they ſhould be delivered according to addreſs im- 
mediately after her deceaſe. 


* To 
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To the COUNTESS of HERTFORD. 


MADAM, 
THIS is the laſt letter you will ever receive from me; 
the laſt aſſurance I ſhall give you on earth, of a 
ſincere and ſedfaft friendſhip ; but when we meet 
again, I hope it will be in the height of immortal 
love and extaly : Mine, perhaps, may be the firſt glad 
ſpirit to congratulate your late arrival on the happy 
ſhore. Heaven can witneſs how fincere my concern 
for your happineſs is: thither J have ſent my ardent 
wiſhes, that you may be ſecured from the flattering 
deluſions of the world, and after your pious example 
has been long a bleſſing to mankind, may you calmly 


reſign your breath and enter the contines of unmoleſted 


joy. 

7 am now taking my farewel of you here; but 'tis a 
ſhort adieu, for I die with full perluaſion that we ſhall 
ſoon meet again, But oh! in what elevation of hap- 
pineſs! in what enlargement of mind, and perfection 
of every faculty; what tranſporting reflections ſhall we 
make in the advantages of which we ſhall find ourſelves 
eternally poſſeſſed! to Him that loved us and waſhed 
us in his blood, we hall aſcribe immortal glory, 
domion, and praiſe for ever. 

This is all my ſalvation and all my hope! that name 
in whom the gentiles truſt, in whom all the families 
on the earth are bleſſed, is now my glorious, my un- 
failing confidence; in his merits alone I expect to 
ſtand juſtified before infinite purity and juſtice, How 
poor were my hopes, if I depended on thoſe works, 
which my own vanity, or the partiality of men call 
good ; and which examined by divine purity, would 
prove, perhaps but ſpecious fins, The beſt actions of 
my life would be found defective, if brought to the 
teſt of unblemiſhed holineſs, in whoſe ſight the heavens 
are not clear, Where were my hopes, but for a Re- 
deemer's merits and atonement! how deſperate, how 

undone, 
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undone my condition! with the utmoſt advantages I 
can boaſt, I ſhould ftart back and tremble at the 
thoughts vf appearing before the unblemiſhed majeſty. 
O Jetus, what harmony dwells in thy name! Celeſtial 
joy and immortal life is in the ſound ! Let angels ſet 
thee to their golden harps! Let the ranſomed nations 
for ever magnify thee. 

What a dream is mortal life! What ſhadows are 
the objects of ſenſe! All the glories of mortality, my 
much loved friend, will be nothing in your view at the 
awful hour of death; when you muſt be ſeparated from 
the whole creation, and enter on the borders of the 
immaterial world, 

Something perſuades me, this will be my laſt fare- 
well in this world: Heaven forbid it ſhould be an 
everlaſting parting ! May that divine protection, whole 
care I implore, keep you ſtedfalt in the faith of 
chriſtianity, and guide your ſteps in the ſtricteſt paths of 
virtue. Adieu, my moſt dear friend, till we meet in 
the paradiſe of God, 

EL1Z. Rowe. 


To the EARL of ORRERY. 


MY LORD, | 
THERE ſeems to be ſomething preſaging in the meſ- 
ſage you ordered me to deliver to your charming 
Henrietta, when I met her gentle ſpirit in the bliſsful 
regions, which I believe will be very ſoon, I am now 
acting the laſt part of my life, and compoſing myſelf to 
meet the univerſal terror with a fortitude becoming the 
principles of chriſtianity. It is alone 5 the 
eat Redeemer's merits and atonement, that I hope to 
paſs undaunted through the fatal darkneſs, 


Before him Death, the griſly tyrant flies, 
He wipes the tears for ever from our eyes, 


All human greatneſs makes no figure to my preſent 
apprehenſjon ; every diſtinction vaniſhes, but thoſe of 
virtue 


22 LIFE OF MRS. ROWE, 

virtue and real merit. It is this which gives a peculiar 
regard for ſuch a character as your's, and gives me 
hopes your example will not fall ſhort of thoſe of your 
illuſtrious anceſtors. The approaches of death ſet the 
world in a true light; its brighteſt advantages appear 
no more than a dream, in that ſolemn period: the im- 
mortal mind will quit a cottage, perhaps with leſs 
regret than it would leave the ſplendour of a palace, 
and the breathleſs duſt ſleep as quietly beneath the 
. graſſy turf, as under the parade of a coſtly monument. 
Theſe are inſignificant circumſtances to a (ſpirit doomed 
to an endleſs duration of miſery or bliſs. It is this 
important concern; my lord, that has induced me to ſpend 
my time in a gonna retirement, rather than to waſte 
it in atrain of thoughtleſs amuſements, My thoughts 
are grown familiar with the ſolemnity of dying, and 
death ſeems to me to advance, not as an inflexible 
tyrant, but as the peaceful meſſenger of liberty and 
| happineſs. May I make my exit in that elate manner 
thoſe charming lines of Mr. Pope deſcribe. 


The world recedes, it diſappears; 
Heav'n opens on my eyes, my cars 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! Ifly! 
O grave! where is thy victory? 
O death! where is thy ſting ? 


The nearer I am approaching to immortality, the 
more extenſive and enlarged I find the principles of 
amity and goodwill in my ſoul: from hence ariſe 
the moſt ſincere wiſhes for your happineſs, and for the 
charming pledges your lovely Henrietta left. Oh! 
my lord, if you would diſcharge the ſacred truſt, kee 
them under your own inſpection. This will not nach 
you, my lord, till I am paſt the ceremony of ſub- 
{cribing 

Your humble Servant, 
ELiz, Rowe. 


To 
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To MR. JAMES THEOBALD. 


vIR, 


HE converſe I have had with you has been ver 

- ſhort, but I hope the friendſhip begun by it, will 
be tranſmitted to the regions of perfect amity and bliſs, 
It would not be worth while to cheriſh the impre(- 
ſions of a virtuous friendſhip, if the generous engage- 


ment was to be diſſolved with mortal life. Such a 


thought would give the grave a deeper gloom, and 
add new horrors to the fatal darkneſs. 

But I confeſs I have brighter expectations, and am 
fully perſuaded that theſe noble attachments which are 
founded on real merit, are of an immortal date. That 
benignity, that divine charity, which juſt warms the 
ſoul in theſe cold regions, will ſhine with new luſtre 
and burn with an eternal ardour, in the happy ſeats of 
peace and love. My preſent experience confirms me in 
this truth; the powers of nature are drocping, the vital 
ſpark grows languid and faint ; while my affection for 
my ſurviving friends was never more warm, my con- 
cern for their happineſs was never more ardent and 
ſincere. This makes me employ ſome of the laſt part 
of my time in writing to three or four perſons, whoſe 
merit requires my eſteem, in hopes this ſolemn tarewel 
will leave a ſcrious impreſſion on their minds. 

I am going to act the laſt and moſt important part 
of human lite; in a little time I ſhall land on the im- 
mortal coaſts, where all is new, amazing and unknown: 
but however gloomy the paſſage appears : 


Sweet fields, beyond the ſwelling flood, 
Stand dreſs'd in living green: 


So to the Jews old Canaan ſtood, | 
While Jordan roll'd between. 


Dr. Watts. 


Nature cannot but ſhiver at the fatal brinks, unwil- 
ling to try the grand experiment, while the hopes of 
chriſtianity 
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chriſtianity can alone ſupport the ſoul in this ſolemn 
criſis, In this exiſtence the eternal ſpirit whiſpers 
peace and pardon to the dying faint, through the atone- 
ment, and brightens the ſhadow of death, with ſome 
limmering of immortal light, Tell Mrs. Theobald 

hope to meet her in the ſhining realms of love and 


unmingled bliſs— 


Where crown'd with joy, and ever-blooming youth 
The jocund hours dance in their endleſs round, 


ELIZ. Rowe. 


To MRS. SARAH ROWE, 


MY DEAR MOTHER, 


I AM now taking my final adieu of this world, in 

certain hopes of meeting you in the next. I carry 
to my grave my affection and gratitude to your family, 
and leave you with the ſincereſt concern for your own 
happineſs, and the welfare of your family. May my 
prayers be anſwered when I am ſleeping in the duſt ? 
O may the angels of God conduct you in the paths of 
immortal glory and pleaſure. I would collect the 
powers of my ſoul, and aſk bleſſings for you with all 
the noly violence of prayer. God Almighty, the God 
of your pious anceſtors, who has been your dwelling 
place for many generations, bleſs you! 

"Tis but a ſhort ſpace I have to meaſure ; the ſha- 
dows are lengthening, and my ſur. declining. That 


goodneſs which has hitherto conducted me, will not 


tail me in the laſt concluding act of life; the name 
which I have made my glory and my boaſt, ſhall then 
be my ſtrength and my 2 To meet death 
with a becoming fortitude, is a part above the power 
of nature, and which I can perform by no power or 
holineſs of my own; for oh! in my beſt eſtate, I am 
altogether vanity, a wretched, helpleſs finner ; but in 
the merits and perfect cighteouinels of God my Sa- 

viour, 
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viour, I hope to appear juſtified at the ſupreme tribu- 
nal, where I muſt ſhortly ſtand to be judged, 


EL1z. RowE. 


Mrs. Rowe was agreeable in perſon, ſhe ſpoke grace- 
fully; her voice was ſingularly ſweet and harmonious, , 
and admirably adapted to convey in all its charms, the 
elegant language that flowed from her lips. Her coun- 
tenance indicated a ſoftneſs and benevolence beyond 
deſcription, and yet commanded that degree of awe 
and veneration, which ſenſe and virtue ſo naturally in- 
ſpire. 

f rom her converſe with perſons in the higher cireles 
of life, her manners were refined, and ſhe carried an 
eaſe and politeneſs of behaviour into her retirement; 
but though elegant in her deportment, ſhe was merel 

neat in her gpparel, and ſcems to have conquered all 
delire of co ith the faſhionable follies of the 
time, and the vain pomp and parade of life; ſo that 


the ſeemed to have ſoared above her ſex, in reſiſting the 


force of cuſtom ſo prevalent in every age. The buſi- 
neſs of the toilette did not interfere with thoſe nobler 
purſuits, which tend to the accompliſhment of the 
mind, however they may detract from the ornament of 
the perſon ; as ſhe exhibited the example in herſelf, ſhe 
recommended the practice to the whole circle of her ac- 
quaintance. 

In early life ſhe diſcovered that inclination to retire- 
ment, ſo congenial to the votaries of the muſes, which 
ſhe retained to the lateſt period of her life. Her com- 
pany, ay to marriage, was courted by the great and 
the opulent; and if prompted by the rules of politeneſs 
to accept of occaſional invitations, ſhe quitted ſolitude 
with reluctance, and made her viſits to town as ſhort 
as poſſible, 

Mrs. Rowe diſcovered the ſame inclination to ſoli- 
tude, after her huſband's death, which ſhe had done 
before, and as ſhe adyanced in life ſeemed more and more 

C diſpoſed 
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diſpoſed to retire from the buſy world, notwithſtand- 
ing theentreaties of her friends, who uſed every effort to 
prevail upon her to alter her conduct, and indulge 
them with her entertaining and inſtructive converſation, 
Perſons of a recluſe temper, though by a rigid virtue 
they may be guarded againſt the violence of ſenſual 
paſſions, are frequently known to indulge ſupercilious 
auſterity, a rigid cen or iouſneſs of the conduct of others, 
and many ditguſting and unſocial propenſities: but 
none of theſe diſagreeable qualities could be imputed 
to Mrs. Rowe, who was as remarkable for every ſocial 
virtue, as for a ſtrict adherence to the poſitive injuc- 
tions of religion, and thought the indulgence of thoſe 
inclinations, to which men are prone from the prevalence 
of paſſions incidental to them in the prelent ſtate, leſs 
criminal, than fettled habits of barbarity, and the want 
of that philanthropy, which is the greateſt ornament of 
human nature. 

She poſſeſſed a mind unruffled by any of the com- 
mon incidents of life, and a ſweetneſs of diſpoſition 
that could not be affected, either by adverſe occur- 
rences, or the infirmities of age itſelf; and had too 
much philoſophy to be angry at little caſualties, which 
ſhe would only turn into ſubjects of pleaſant and agree- 
able raillery. She was fo placid in her behaviour 
towards her inferiors and domeſtics, that her fervant 
who lived with her near twenty years, never obſerved 
in her miſtreſs any inclination to wrath, or diſpoſition 
to reſentment, but againſt flagrant inſtances of impiety 
and immorality ; in which caſes it is commendable to 
indicate tokens of indignation. 

Mrs. Rowe had a moſt ſettled averſion to the prac- 
tice of ſcandal and calumny, and was ſcrupulouſly 
tender of the character of her neighbours. In a letter 
to a lady, with whom ſhe had long lived in habits of 


| Intimacy ; ſhe writes in the following manner: © I can 


appeal to you if ever you knew me make an envious, 
or an ill-natured reflection on any perſon on earth. The 


follies of mankind would afford a wide and various 
ſcene, 
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fcene, but charity would draw a veil of darkneſs here, 
and chuſe to be for ever filent, rather than expatiate 
on the melancholy theme.“ Detraction was ſo odious 
in her opinion, as not to be juſtified by the livelieſt fal- 
lies of wit, or palliated by the moſt ſpecious pretences 
of being introduced for the purpoſe of entertainment. 
If ſuch frivolous topics were introduced when ſhe was 
preſent, ſhe would not heſitate on proper occaſions to 
expreſs her deteſtation of it: and ſurely to aſſert the 
cauſe of the abſent, when character is unjuſtly tra- 
duced, or extenuate foibles or errors, if not of an in- 
jurious tendency, argues a genuine and laudable mag- 
nanimity. 

Of envy her mind was too exalted to be ſuſceptible, 
but always diſpoſed to do juſtice to merit wherever 
it was found, nor could any thing give her a more 
ſenſible pleaſure, than to find cauſe tor commendation, 
But though ſhe was thus liberally inclined to commend 
what was praiſe-worthy ; a ſenſe of duty and regard 
to the truck intereſts of mankind, compelled her ſome- 
times to undertake the diſagreeable taſk of reproof, 
which ſhe had the power of lottening by the means of 
gentle remonſtrance and affecting diſſuaſive. Some- 
times ſhe had recourſe to oblique inſinuation and inno- 
cent artifice to difguile her admonitions; and it is 
remarked, that ſhe has been frequently oblerved to 
commend perſons of diſtinguiſhed eminence for one kind 


of moral worth, before ſome of her friends, who were 


deficient in that particular virtue, in hopes they might 
be ſtruck with the beauty of the example, which ſhe 
propoſed in a manner ſo little apt to give offence. 
Her converſation was ſingularly pleaſing, as ſhe had a 
tund of wit, and conveyed her ideas in elegant lan- 
guage, and a fluency of dition which were univerſally 
admired, and particularly ſo as ſhe delivered her ſen- 
timents with unaffected eaſe, and openneſs of beha- 
viour. 

Though Mrs. Rowe's accompliſhments from early 
life, had been the theme of much eulogium and ob- 

C 2 tained 
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tained her the commendation of ſuch approved judges 
of merit, as might have juſtified a degree of vanity in 
a female author; yet the whole tenour of her beha- 
viour evinced/ a modeſt diffidence and amiable hu- 
mility; being affable and courteous to perſons of every 
rank and degree in life. Her mind was too exalted to 
be captivated- by ' faſhionable amuſements ; ſhe conſi- 
dered play when adopted merely for diverſion, but as 
an art for loſing time and drowning reflection; but if 
followed from mercenary motives, as one of the greateſt 
= of ſociety, She ſeemed naturally inclined to 
avour the diverſions of the theatre, eſpecially thoſe of 
the tragic kind, which ſhe conceived to have in general a 
moral tendency ; but as entectainments of a different 
tendency were frequently interſperſed with them, or 
added to them, ſhe thought it inconſiſtent with the 
ſtrictneſs of her profeſſion to countenance them by her 

reſence. 

She diſclaimed every kind of luxury as derogatory 
to the dignity of human beings, who are endowed 
with reaſon and deſigned for immortality z and was 
wholly unconcerned as to the proviſions for her table ; 
nor did ſhe diſcover the leaſt anxiety as to the nature 
of her food, or the manner in which it was dreſſcd; 
and if there was any defect in either of theſe inſtances, 
was ſo far from giving way to reſentment, that ſhe 
made ſuch little caſual diſappointments the ſubject of 
pleaſant raillery. She avoided as much as poſſible all 
parties of pleaſure, as well as all formal viſits, as far 
as decency would allow. Indeed her mind ſeemed fo 
enveloped in the contemplation of a future ſtate, that 
ſhe had no reliſh for any earthly enjoyment. 

Avarice ſhe juſtly deemed the moſt ſordid and igno- 
ble of the human paſſions, and often expreſſed the 
utmoſt concern at its governing influence over the 
actions of mankind. She was lo totally tree from it 
herſelf, that it is ſaid ſhe did not know her own eitates 
from others, till ſome motives of prudence obliged her 
to inform herſelf, when ſhe apprehended ſhe was ſoon 
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to leave them; and was ſo far from a rigorous ſcrupu- 
loſity in exacting her due, that her negligence and 
unconcern for thoſe matters counteracted very eſſentially 
her worldly intereſt ; in ſhort, her dilintereſtedneſs ſur- 
paſſed human conception, in proof of which we cite 
the following inſtances on the authority, and in the 
words of a former biographer, 

© She let her eſtates beneath their intrinſic value, as 
appeared by the conſiderable riſe of the rents after her 
deceaſe; and was ſo gentle to her tenants, that ſhe not 
only had no law-tvit with any of them, but would not 
ſo much as ſuffer them to be threatened with the ſeizure 
of their goods, on negle& of payment of their rents. 
When one of them who owed her an hundred pounds, 
carried off all his ſtock in the night, ſhe could not be 
prevailed upon to embrace an opportunity in her power 
of ſeizing it afterwards; and it he had not in this 
manner quitted the eftate, upon receiving ſame juſt 
menaces without her knowledge, it is more than pro- 
bable, that her exceſs of goodneſs would have always 
prevented her from having recourſe to rigorous me- 
thods to ejeck him, and compel him to do her juſtice.“ 
It would be eaſy to add {ſeveral other inſtances, highly 
prejudicial to her intereſt, in which ſhe voluntarily 
departed from her right, when the had the higheſt 
claim of equity ; ſhe could not bear the mention of in- 
juſtice without trembling, and the tenderneſs and deli- 
cacy of her conſcience, with regard to this fin, was fo 
great, that ſhe hardly thought ſhe could keep tar enough 
trom it. 

© I can appeal to thee (ſays ſhe in an addreſs to 
God), how tcrupulouſly I have ated in matters of 
equity, and how willingly I have injured myſelf to 
right others.“ She ſpoke with much warmth of the 
extreme danger of any diſhoneſt and traudulent practice, 
and expreſſed her wonder, how perſons could die with 
any repoſe of mind, under the leaſt degree of ſuch a 
kind of guilt. 

Such was the modeſty of our author, that to prevent 
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any eulogium that might have been paſt on her literary 
talents, ſne would not permit any of her works to be 
publiſhed in her own name, except a few poems, the 
u of her earlier years. She retained the ſame 
owlineſs of mind to the lateſt period of her life, as 
appears from the orders that ſhe left in writing to her 
ſervant; after having defired that her funeral might 
be by night, and attended only by a ſmall number of 
friends, ſhe adds, © charge Mr. Bowden not to ſay one 
word of me in the ſermon, I would lie in my father's 
grave, and have no ſtone, nor inſcription over my vile 
duſt, which I gladly leave to oblivion and corruption, 
till it riſe to a glorious immortality.” 

Mrs. Rowe was — ſcrupulous in the 
diſcharge of all the relative duties of life. Her father 
ſhe loved and revered, and was aſſiduous in her atten- 
tion to all his wants, and the fulfilment ot all his deſires, 
and to expreſs her ſenſe of filial duty; ſhe has been 
heard to ſay, That ſhe would rather die than diſpleaſe 
him.“ And ſhe ſympathized with him in the anguiſh 
of his lait ſickneſs, in fo ſenſible a degree, that it occa- 
ſioned a convulſion, from the effects of which ſhe was 
never entirely free during the remainder of her lite. 
She attended to the duties of the married ſtate, with 
the ſame exactneſs, and gave proof in every inſtance of 
the higheſt eſteem and moſt tender affection for her 
huſband ; endearing herſelf to him by the moſt gentle 
and engaging manners, She never thwarted his in- 
clinations, though not always conſonant with her own, 
and by interpoſing her tender offices alleviated the bur- 
thens, and enhanced the enjoyments of life. If Mr, 
Rowe, who did not poſſeſs the ſame degree of placidity 
as his amiable conſort, broke out occaſionally into any 
excefſcs of anger, inſtead of having recourſe to the 
means of reprehenſion, ſhe endeavoured by the mot 
ſoothing endearments to reſtore him to reaſon and re- 
flection; and it was her conſtant ſtudy by all the allure- 
ments of per ſuaſion to lead Mr. Rowe on to the practice 
of thoſe exalted virtues, for which her own example 
Was 
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was ſo eminent. In his laſt illneſs, which was of long 
duration, ſhe attended him with indefatigable aſſiduity; 
and pertormed with ſtricteſt care all the offices ſuited 
to that melancholy occaſion. Atter he expired, ſhe 
could ſcarce be 3 to quit his breathle's clay, 


and teſtified her fincere regard for his memory, by con- 
tinuing in a ſtate of perpetual widowhood. 

In domeſtic lite her behaviour was amiably con- 
deſcending and affable, ſhe treated her ſervants with 
the utmoſt kindneis, cauſed every thing nutritive and 
medicinal to be adminiſtered to them when they la- 
boured under any ficknets, and did not think it a de- 
gradation to fit by their bed fide and read to them 
trom books of piety and devotion. As ſhe was ſo ex- 
cellent a miſtreis, ſhe rarely had cauie to dimmils her 
ſervants, who ſeldom left her but with a view of 
changing their condition by marriages. Sne had a 
due ſenſe of fidelity in ſervants, and repoled an un- 
limited confidence in thoſe who had given proof of 
their poſſeſſing that commendatory qualification, 

In her friendihips ſhe was warm, generous and fin- 
cere; happy in finding merit to commend in thoſe 
whom ſhe reſpected; and tender and candid in yy exon. 
their errors. It afforded her peculiar ſatis faction to 
render them ſervices ; but her grand aim and principal 
endeavour was to inſtil into their minds the love of 
virtue, and dire& their attentions to their moſt im- 
portant intereſts, which could not be eſſentially pro- 
moted but by 2 true regard to the dg&trine and practice 
of the chriſtian religion. In this momentous purſuit, 
ſhe contributed to accelerate their progres, by her 
own precept and example, and thereby exhibited the 
molt unqueſtionable teſt of real friendſhip. 

As the moſt immacalate character is not free from 
the ſhatts of envy and malice, Mrs. Rowe, highly amia- 
ble as ſhe was in her general conduct, eſcaped not the 
flander of malevolence, which branded her with the 
taint of enthuſiaſm and hypocrily ; but this the ſuſtained 
through the lupport of conſcious innocence, and fo 
| tar 
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far from entertaining even an idea of reſentment, con- 
ſidered it only as affording her an opportunity for the 
exerciſe of the godlike virtue of forgiveneſs. 

Her charity was extenſive beyond bounds; to want 
was a ſufficient recommendation for relief, ſhe could 
not pals by miſery and indigence without ſympathy, 
or turn a deaf ear to the cry of the widow or the 
orphan. She devoted indeed the greateſt part of her 
income to acts of benevolence, and found the higheſt 
gratification in denying herſelf the luxuries and ſu- 

rfluities of life, that ſhe might be conducive to the 
— of thoſe who laboured under a deſtitution of 
its comforts and its neceſſaries. 

The firſt time ſhe accepted a compenſation from 
the bookſeller for any of her productions, ſhe generouſly 
preſented the whole ſum to a family in diſtreis; and it 
was generally believed that ſhe applied whatever ſhe 
received in future on the fame account, to benevolent 
and charitable purpoſes. It is ſaid that upon a ſingular 
occaſion, when ſhe had not by her a ſum of money 
large enough to ſupply the neceſſities of another fa- 
mily, which ſhe much reſpected, ſhe readily fold a 
piece of plate for that purpole, a circumſtance to the 
probability of which we can only be reconciled by the 
very extraordinary character of whom it is related. 
Though ſhe was not much diſpoſed to diſtribute alms 
in the ſtreet, yet when the went abroad ſhe would 
furniſh herſelf with pieces of coin of different value 
tor the relief of caſual objects, obſerving that it was 
fit ſometimes to give for the credit of religion, when 
other inducements were wanting, that the profeſſion 
of chriſtianity might not be charged with covetouſ- 
nels,” a vice ſo abhorrent to her nature, that ſcarce 
any groſſer kind of immorality could more effectu- 
ally exclude from her friendſhip. I never, ſaid ſhe, 
* grudge any money, but when it is laid out on my- 


ſelf, tor I conſider how much it would buy tor the 


. 
o Befides the ſums of money ſhe gave away, ns 
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the great number of religious books ſhe diſpenſed to 
the poor, the worked with her own hands to clothe 
the neceſſitous ; it being her frequent employment to 
make garments of different kinds and proportions, and 
beſtow them on thoſe who were deſtitute of raiment. 
Her feelings for the diſtreſſes of others were lo exqui- 
ſite, that ſhe was often ſeen to ſhed tears at the con- 
ditions of the unhappy. But theſe were the tears of 
generous compaſſion, not of feminine weakneſs; for 
ſhe had too much chriſtian fortitude to weep over 
her own ſorrows. She was indeed ſo ſenſibly affected 
with the ftate of the poor when they laboured under 
ſickneſs, that ſhe not only ſent her ſervant to know 
what relief and comforts they ftood in need of, but 
viſited them herſelf in the moſt wretched hovels, and 
even when they were afflicted with malignant and con- 
tagious diſtempers. 

She took extreme delight in contributing to the 
education of the children ot neceſſitous par xnts, whom 
ſhe cauſed to be taught to read and work, and fur- 
niſhed with clothes, bibles and other neceſlary books. 
Nor did ſhe confine this charitable inſtitution to Frome 
where ſhe reſided, but extended it to a neighbouring 
village where part of her eſtate lay. It ſhe met occa- 
ſionally in her walks with children perfectly unknown 
to her, and found that the poverty of their parents 
prevented them from ſending them to ſchools, ſhe added 
them to the number of thoſe who were taught at her own 
expence, She undertook herſelf the talk of inſtructing 
theſe children in the principles of the chriſtian religion; 
and nothing could exceed the grief and concern ſhe 
expreſſed, if any of them deviated from the paths of 
virtue, into which they had been conducted through 
her patronage, but the joy and rapture the felt when 
any of them diſcovered the happy effects of her ten- 
der care for their preſent and tuture welfare. 

So extenſive was her benevolence, that the ſubſcribed 
to the public charity ſchool at Frome, though the 
children educated therein were inſtructed in the forms 


of 
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of religion peculiar to the church of England, from 
which ſhe took the liberty to diſſent. But her charity 
was not connfied to any particular ſect, as ſhe cor- 
dially eſteemed ſincere chriſtians of every denomina- 
tion, Nor was her beneficence limited to thoſe who 
from their extreme invigence might be literally de. 
nominated poor, for, as the often oblerved, it was 
one of the greateſt benefits that could be done to man- 
kind, to free them from the cares and anxiety that 
attend a narrow fortune, and in conformity to this 
obſervation, ſhe was frequently known to make con- 
ſiderable preſents to perſons whole circumſtances were 
far from being neceſſitous. 

It is a matter of ſurpriſe, that Mrs. Rowe out 
of the produce of a moderate eitate ſhould have been 
able to perform ſo many acts of benevolence, and 
contribute to ſuch a variety of charitable inſtitutions, 
ind-ed ſhe expreſſed her own ſurprite at this circum- 
ſtance to an intimate friend.“ I am ſurpriſed,” faid 
ſhe, „how it is poſſible my eſtate ſhould anſwer all 
theſe things, and yet I never want money.* In this 
ſhe ſcemed to allude to the goodne!ls of divine Provi- 
dence, which ſhe ever acknowledged with the greateſt 
degree of piety, as interpoſing in her favour and pro- 
teftion. 

She retired for private prayer three times a day, 
and was moſt religiouſly ſtrift in the obſervance of the 
Lord's day, which ſhe paſſed entirely in acts of piety 
and devotion. She conſtantly attended the adminiſtra- 
tion of the ſacrament, for which the had the higheſt 
veneration, and cauled a part of the holy Scripture to 
be read at ſtated times every day in her family; ſhe 
was particularly affected by the New Teſtament, and 
thole paſſages of the prophetical writings, which imme- 
diately relate to our bleſſed Saviour. A lite ſo pious 
and exemplary could not fail of affording her the moſt 

lealing refle&tions, and brightening her proſpects of a 
— ſtate, which ſhe kept ever in view, conſidering 
that 
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that the chief end of mankind is to glerify God, and 
enjoy him for ever. 

With reſpect to the following work, the neceſſity of 
any comment or recommendation on our part is pre- 
cluded, by the preface written by the very pious and 
learned Dr. Watts, who has not only obviated objec- 
tions that may probably be made to ſome parts of it, 
but ſet torth its general tendency to inſpire ſerious 
chriſtians with an ardent love of God, and a genuine 
tervour for religious devotion. 


A POEM, 


On the Anniverſary Return of the Day on which 
Mr. Rowe died. 


[UNHAPPY day! with what a diſmal light 
Doſt thou appear to my afflicted tight ? 

In vain the cheerful ſpring returns with thee, 

There is no future cheerful ſpring for me. 

While my Alexis withers in the tomb, 

Untimely cropt, nor ſees a ſecond bloom, 

The faireſt ſeaſon of the changing year, 

A wild and wintry aſpect ſeems to wear ; 

The flow'rs no more their former beau'y boaſt, 
Their painted hue, and fragrant ſcents are loſt ; 
The joyous birds their harmony prolong, 

But oh! I find no muſic in their ſong, 

Ye molly caves, ve groves, end ſilver ſtreams, 
(The muſes' lov'd retreats, and gentle themes) 
Ye verdant fields, no more your laudſcapes pleaſe, 
Nor give my foul one iuterval of caſes 
Tranquility and pleaſure fly your ſhades, 

And reſtleſs care your ſolitude invades. 

Nor the (till ev'ning, nor the roſy dawn, 

Nor moon-light glimm'ring o'er the dewy lawn, 
Nor ſtars, nor ſun, my gloomy fancy cheer, 
But heav'n and earth a diſmal proſpect wear: 


A POEM, &c, 

' That hour that ſnatch'd Alexis from my arms, 

Rent from the face of nature all its charms, 
Unhappy day! be ſacred ſtill to grief, 

A grief too obſtinate for all relief; 

On thee my face ſhall never wear a ſmile, 

No joy on thee ſhall e'er my heart beguile, 

Why does thy light again my eyes moleſt ? 

Why am I not with thee, dear youth, at reſt ? 

When {ſhall I, ſtreich'd upon my duſty bed, 

Forget the toils of life, and mingle wick the dead? 


10 


* 2 2229, 


AN INTIMATE FRIEND or MRS, ROWE. 


Newington, Sept. 29, 1737. 
MaDAM, 


FF theſe pious Meditations, of ſo ſublime a Genius, 
ſhould be inſcribed to any name, there is none but 
your's muſt have ſtood in the front of them. That 
long and conſtant intimacy of friendſhip with which 
you delighted to honour her, that high eſteem and ve- 
neration you are pleaſed to pay her memory, and the 
facred likeneſs and ſympathy between two kindred fouls, 
abſolutely determine where this reſpect ſhould be paid. 

Beſides, Madam, you well know, that ſome copies 
out of theſe papers have been your own ſeveral years, 
by the gift of the deceaſed ; and the favour you have 
done me lately, by your permiſſion to peruſe them, has 
aſſiſted the correction of theſe Manuſcripts, and would 
add another reaſon to ſupport this inſeription of them, 
if your fear of aſſuming too much honour could but 
have admitted this piece of juſtice. 

I know, Madam, your tenderneſs and indulgence to 
every thing Mrs. Rowe has written, cannot with-hold 
your judgment from ſuſpecting fone of her expreſſions 
to be a little too rapturous, and too near a-kin to the 
language of the myCical writers; yet your piety and 
candour will take no ſuch otfence as to prevent your 
beſt improvement by them, in ali that is divine and holy: 
And may your retired hours find ſuch happy aſſiſtances 
and elevations hereby, that you may commence the joys 
of angels, and of bleſſed ſpirits, before-hand ! 

And when your valuable life has been long extended 
amidſt all the temporal bleſſings you enjoy, and the 
Chriſtian virtues you practiſe, may you, at the call of 
God, find a gentle diſmiſſion from mortality, and aſ- 
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cend on high to meet your deceaſed friend in Paradiſe! 
Nor can I ſuppoſe, that any of the inhabitants of that 
bliſsful region, will ſooner recognize your glorified ſpirit, 
or will ſalute your firſt appearance there with a more 
tender ſenſe of mutual ſatis faction. There may you 
join with your beloved Philomela, in paying celeſtial 
worſhip, in exalted and unknown forms, to her God and 
our God! and may the harmony of the place be aſſiſted 
y your united ſongs to Jelus, your common Saviour ! 


I am, 
Mapa, 
With great ſincerity and eſteem, 
Your moſt faithful, 
And obedient Servant, 
I. WATTS, 


THE PREFACE. 


/ 

T* admirable Author of theſe devotional papers 

has been in high eſteem among the ingenious and 
polite, fince ſo many excellent fruits of her pen, in 
verſe and proſe, have appeared in public. She was 
early honoured under the feigned name of Philomela, 
before the world was allowed to know Mrs. Elizabeth 
Singer, by the name drawn from her family, or that 
of Mrs. Rowe, which ſhe acquired by marriage. 

Though many of her writings that were publiſhed in 
her life-time diſcover a pious and heavenly temper, and 
a warm zeal for religion and virtue, yet ſhe choſe ta 
conceal the dewotions of her heart till ſhe got beyond the 
cenſure and the applauſe of mortals. It was enough 
that God, whom ſhe loved with ardent and ſupreme af- 
fection, was witneſs to all her ſecret and intenſe breath« 
ings after him. 

In February laſt he was pleaſed to call her out of our 
world, and take her to himſelf. Some time after her 
deceaſe, theſe manuſcripts were tranſmitted to me, all 
incloſed in one ſheet of paper, and directed to me at 
Newington, by her own hand. In the midſt of them I 
found her letter, which intreated me to review them, 
and commit them to the preſs. This letter I have 
thought neceſſary to ſhew the world, not ſo much to diſ- 
cover my right to publiſh theſe papers, as to let the 
reader (ee ſomething more of that holy and heavenly 
character which ſhe maintained in an uniform manner, 
both in life and death. 

It is now almoſt thirty years ago fince I was honoured 
with her acquaintance ; nor could her great modeſty 
conceal all her ſhining graces and accompliſhments ; 
but it 1s not my province to give a particular account 
of this exceilent woman, who has bleſſed and adorned 
our nation and our age. I expect her temper, her 
conduct, and her virtues, will be ſet in a juſt and pleaſe 


ing light among the memoirs of her life, by ſome near 
D 2 relations, 


40 PREFACE, 
relations, to whom the care of her poetical pieces, and 
her familiar letters, is committed. | 

Thele Dewout Exerciſes are animated with ſuch fire 
as ſeems to ſpeak the language of holy paſſion, and diſ- 
covers them to be the dictates of her heart; and thoſe 
who were favoured with her chief intimacy will moft 
readily believe it. The ſtyle, I confeſs, is raiſed above 
that of common meditation or ſoliloquy : but, let it be 
remembered, ſhe was no common Chriſtian. As her 
virtues were ſublime, ſo her genius was bright and 
{parkling, and the vivacity of her imagination had a tinc- 
ture of the muſe almoſt from her childhood. This made 
it natural to her to expreſs the inward ſentiments of 
her ſoul in more exalted language, and to paint her own 
ideas in metaphor and rapture, near a- kin to the diction 
of poely. | 

The reader will here find a ſpirit dwelling in fleſh, 
elevated into divine tranſports, congenial to thoſe of 
angels and unbodied minds. Her intenſe love to her 
God kindles at every hint, and tranſcends the limits of 
mortality, 1 ſcarce ever met with any devotional writ- 
ings which gave us an example of a foul, at ſpecial 
ſeaſons, ſo far raiſed above every thing that is not im- 
mortal and divine. 1 

Yet ſhe is conſcious of her frailties too. She ſome- 
times confeſſes her folly and her guilt in the fight of 
God, in the moſt affecting language of a deep humilia- 
tion. It is with a pathetic ſenſibility of her weakneſs, 
and in the ſtrongeſt language of ſelf-diſplacence, ſhe 
bewails her offences againſt her Creator and Redeemer ; 
and, in her intervals of darkneſs, ſhe vents her painful 
complaints and mournings, for the abſence of her 
higheſt and beſt Beloved. 

Let it be obſerved, that it was much the faſhion in 
former years, even among ſome divines of eminence, 
to exprels the fervours of devout love to our Saviour in 
the ſtyle of the Song of Solomon; and I muſt conteis that 
ſeveral of my compoſures of verle, written in younger life, 
were led by thole examples unwarily into, this track. 


But 
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But if I may be permitted to ſpeak the ſenſe of maturer 
age, I can hardly think this the happieſt language in 
which Chriſtians ſhould generally diicover their warm 
ſentiments of religion, fince the clearer and more ſpiri- 
tual revelations of the New Teſtament. Yet (till it 
mult be owned there are ſome ſouls favoured with ſuch 
deatifying viſits from heaven, and raptured with ſuch 
a flame of divine affection, as more powerfully engages 
all animal nature in their devotions, and conſtrains them 
to ſpeak their pureſt and molt ſpiritual exerciſes in ſuch 
pathetic and tender expreſſions as may be perverſely pro- 
phaned by unhoty conſtruction. And the bias and pro- 
penſity towards this ſtyle is yet ſtronger, where early 
impreſſions of piety have been made on the heart by 
devout writings of this kind. 

It ſhould be remembered alſo, there is nothing to be 
found here which riſes above our ideas. Here are none 
of thoſe abſurd and incomprehenſible phraſes which 
amule the ear with ſounding vanity, and hold reaſon in 
ſovereign contempt. Here are no viſionary ſcenes of 
wild extravagance, no affections of the tumid and un- 
meaning ſtyle, which ſpreads a glaring contuſion over 
the underſtanding ; nothing that leads the reader into 
the region of thoſe myſtical ſhadows and darkneſs which 
abound in the Romiſh writers, under the pretence of 
refined light and ſublime ecitaly. Nor is the character 
ef this ingenious author to be blemiſhed with any other 
reproaches which have been ſometimes calt on ſuch ſort 
of meditations. 

I know it hath been ſaid that this language of rap- 
ture, addreſſed to the Deity, is but a new track given 
ta the flow of the ſofter powers, after the diſappointment 
of ſome meaner love; or, at leaſt, it is owing to the 
want of a proper object and opportunity to fix thoſe 
tender paſſions. But this cannot be allowed to be the 
caſe here; for, as Mrs. Rowe had been ſought early b 
ſeveral lovers, ſo ſhe {pent ſeveral years of younger life 
in the connubial ſtats with a gentleman of ſuch accom» 
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pliſhments, and ſuch circumſtances, that he was well 
fitted to be a partner of her joys and cares, 

I know alſo that this ſoft and paſſionate turn of reli- 
gious meditation has ſometimes been imputed to inju- 
ries and ill treatment in the marriage ſtate, whereby the 
ſame affeCtions are weaned from an undeſerving object, 
and poured out in amorous language upon an object 
ſupremely worthy and divine, But neither has this re- 
—_ any pretence in the preſent caſe: that happy pair 

ad ſouls ſo near a-kin to each other, that they perſevered 
in uncommon amity and mutual ſatisfaction ſo long as 
Providence favoured him with life. It is fufficiently 
evident then, that in theſe meditations there is no ſecret 
panting after a mortal love in the language of devotion 
and piety. | 

Nor yet can it be objected, that it was any diſpla- 
cence and peeviſhneſs toward other things round about 
her that taught her to exprels herſelt with ſuch contempt 
of the things of mortality, and all the gay and tempting 
ſcenes of the preſent ſtate: ſhe was by no means jour 
and moroſe, and out of humour with the world, nor 
with her acquaintance that dwelt in it : ſhe often con- 
verſed freely with the gay and the great, and was in high 
eſteem among perſons of rank and honour. But honour 
and rank among mortals, with all the ſcenes of gaiety 
and greatneſs, were little, deſpicable, and forgotten 
things; while, in her devout moments, her eye and 
her heart were fixed on God, the ſupreme original of all 
excellence and all honour, 

In common life ſhe was affable and friendly with per- 
ſons of every rank and degree; and, in her later years, 
as ſhe drew nearer to heaven, it ſhe avoided any thing, 
it was grandeur and public appearances on earth. But 
ſhe never ſo concealed and abſtracted herſelf from the ſo- 
ciety of any of her fellow-creatures, as to deſpiſe the 
meaneſt of her ſpecies. She ever was kind and compaſ- 
ſionate to the diſtreſſed, and largely liberal to the indi- 
gent. Nor did ſhe neglect the daily duties of human 

| life, 
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life, under a vain imagination that ſhe moved in a 
higher ſphere, and was ſeraphically exalted above them. 

In ſhort, there is nothing in theſe papers that can 
juſtly ſupport any ſuch kind of centures, though men of 
corrupt minds may cover the Bible itſelf with flander 
and ridicule. Let all ſuch readers ſtand aloof, nor 
touch theſe ſacred leaves, leſt they pollute them. 

Though there is not on: complete copy of verſes 
among all theſe tranſports of her toul, yet ſhe ever car- 
ried with her a reliſh of poeſy even into her ſacred re- 
tirements. Sometimes ſhe ſprings her flight from a 
line or two of verſe, which her memory had impreſſed 
upon her heart; ſometimes, from the midſt of her reli- 
gious elevations, ſhe lights down upon a few lines of 
tome modern poet, even Herbert, as well as Milton, &c. 
though it is but ſeldom the cites their names; at other 
times the verſes teem to be the effuſion of her own rap- 
turous thoughts in ſudden melody and metre, or at 
leaſt I know not whence the lines are copied: but ſhe 
moſt frequently does me the honour to make uſe of ſome 
of my writings in verſe, in theſe holy meditations of her 
heart. Bleſſed be that God who has fo tar favoured 
any thing my pen could produce, as to aſſiſt to ſubhme 
a devotion, 

From the different appearance of the paper and ink in 
ſome of theſe pieces, as well as from the early tranſcripts 
of ſeveral of them among her friends, it is evident they 
were written in her younger days; others are of a much 
later original, though there is but one that bears a date, 
and that is April 30, 1735. They ſeemed to have been 
penned at ſpecial ſeaſons and occaſions throughout the 
courſe of her life. A few of them bear the corrections 
or additions of her own pen, which diſcovers itſelf by 
a little difference of the hand-writing. 

Though ſhe was never tempted away from our com- 
mon Chriſtianity into the taſhionable apoſtacies of the 
age, yet I am well informed, trom many hands, that in 
her later years Yhe entered with more zeal and affection 
into ſome of the peculiar doctrines of the goſpel ; anc it 

is 
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is evident that ſome of theſe devotional pieces have 2 
more evangelic turn than others, and probably moſt of 
thoſe were compoled or corrected in the latter part of 


lite. The oppolition which has of late been made to 


ſome of theſe truths gave occahon to her farther ſearch 
into them, and her zeal for them. However, I have 
placed thele papers all as I found them pinned up in a 
wrapping paper, though it is evident, — plain cir- 
cumſtances, this is not the order in which they were 
written, nor is that of any great importance. 

Though theſe writings give us the aſpirations of a 
devout ſoul in her holy retirements, when ſhe had no 
deſign to preſent the public with them, yet they did not 
want a great deal of adjuſtment or correction in order 
to ſee the light. The numbers and the titles are added 
by the publiſher, as well as the breaks and paules, 
which give a lort of reſt to the reader's mind, and make 
the review more ealy. Here and there a too venturous 
flight is a little moderated ; ſometimes a mcditation or 
2 ſentence is completed, which ſeemed very imperfect, 
or a ſhort line or two inlerted to introduce the ſenſe, 
where the language ſeemed too abrupt, or the meaning 
too · obſcure. Her foul had a large ſet of ideas in pre- 
ſent view, which made every expreſſion ſhe uſed eaſy 
and peripicuous to herſelf, when ſhe wrote only for her 
own uſe, though ſometimes her entire ſenſe might not be 
quite ſo obvious to every reader, without a little intro- 
duction into her tract of ſentiments. Upon the whole, 
I muſt acknowledge I was very unwilling that this ex- 
cellent work ſhoul4 loſe any degree of elegance or bright- 
neſs by paſſing through my hands. 

When the manuſcript. came firſt under my reviſal, I 
read it over with the eye of a critic and a friend, that 
I might publiſh it with honour to the hand that wrote 
it, and with religious entertainment and advantage to 
the world; nor was this employment deſtitute of its 
proper ſatisfaftion, But never did I feel the true plea- 
ſure of theſe meditations till I had finiſhed this labour 


of the head, and began to read them over again as de- 
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vout exerciſes of the heart: then I endeavoured to enter 
more entirely into the ſpirit of the pious author, and 
attempted to afſume her language as my own. But 
how much iuperior was the ſatisfaction which I received 
from this review, ctpecially whereivever I had reaſon to 
hope I could pronounce her words with fincerity of 
foul! How happily did this raiſe and entertain all my 
pleaſing paihons, and give me another fort of delight 
than the dry critical peruſal of them, in order to judge 
concerning their propriety! But I confeſs allo it was 
an abaſing and mortifying thought when I found how 
often I was conſtrained to drop the ſublime expreſſion 
from my lips, or forbid my tongue to ule it, becauſe 
my own attainments lunk fo tar beneath thoie facred 
elevations of ſpirit, and tell io tar ſhort of thoſe tran- 
ſcendent degrees oi divine affection and zeal, 

Let me perſuade all that peruſe this book to make 
the ſame experiment that I have donc; and when they 
have ſhut out the world, and are reading in their retire- 
ments, let them try how far they can ſpeak this lan- 
guage, and aſſume theſe ſentiments, as their own: and, 
by alpiring to follow them, may they find the ſame 
ſatisfaction and delight, or at leaſt learn the pro- 
fitable leſſons of ſelf-abaſement and holy ame: and 
may a noble and glorious ambition excite in their breaſts 
a lacred zeal to emulate ſo illuſtrious an example! 
Whatlvever ardours of divine love have been ki::Jled in 
a ſoul united to fleth and hlood, may alio be kindled 
by the ſame influences of grace in other ſpirits labour- 
ing under the ſame clogs and impediments. 

But, perhaps, it will be neceTary here to give a 
caution to (ome humble Chriſtians, that they ſhould 
not make the'e higher elevations of picty and holy joy 
the teſt and ſtandard by which to judge of the nncerity 
of their own religion. Ten thouland taints are arrived 
at Paradiſe, who have not been :ivoure!, like St. 
Paul, with a raptufe into the third heaven, nor could 
ever ariſe to the affectionate traniports and devout Joys 
of Mrs. Rowe: yet I hope all ſerious readers may find 

ſomething 
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ſomething here, which, through the aids of the bleſſed 
Spirit, may raiſe them above their uſual pitch, may 
give a new ſpring to their religious pleaſures and their 
immortal hopes, and thereby render their lives more 
holy and heavenly. 

That the publication of this little book may be fa- 
voured with the divine bleſſing for this happy end, is 
the ſincere deſire and requeſt of the publiſher, as it was 
the real motive of the ingenious and pious writer, to 
commit them by my hand to the public view. This 
ſufficiently diſcovers itſelf in the following letter: 


To the Rev. Dr. WATTS, at NEWINGTON, 
SIR, 


FHE opinion I have of your piety and judgment is the 
- reaſon of my giving you the trouble ot looking over 
theſe papers, in order to publiſh them, which I defire 
you to do as ſoon as you can conveniently ; only you 
ave tull liberty to ſuppreſs what you think proper, 

I think there can be no vanity in this deſign, for I 
am ſenſible ſuch thoughts as theſe will not be for the 
taſte of the modiſh part of the world; and, before 
they appear, I ſaall be entirely diſintereſted in the cen- 
ſure or applaulc of mortals. 

The reflections were occaſionally written, and only 
for my own improvement; but I am not without 
hopes that they may have the ſame effect on ſome 
3 minds, as the reading the experiences of others 

ath had on my foul. The experimental part of reli- 
gion has generally a greater influence than its theory; 
and if, when I am ſleeping in the duſt, theſe ſoliloquies 
ſhould kindle a flame of divine love in the heart of the 
loweit and moſt deſpiſed Chriſtian, be the glory given 
to the great Spring of all grace and benignity. 

I have now done with mortal things, and all to come 
is valt eternity—Eternity! how tranſporting 1s the 
found! As long as God exiſts, my being and happi- 
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neſs is ſecure, Theſe unbounded defires, which the 
wide creation cannot limit, ſhall be ſatisfied for ever. 
I ſhall drink at the fountain-head of pleaſure, and be 
refreſhed with the emanations of original life and joy. 
I ſhall hear the voice of uncreated harmony ſpeaking 
peace and ineffable conſolation to my ſoul. 

expect eternal life, not as a reward of merit, but a 
pure act of hounty, Deteſting myſelf in every view I 
can take, I fly to the righteouſneſs and atonement of 
my great Redeemer for pardon and ſalvation; this is 
my only conlolation and hope. Enter not into judg- 
ment with thy ſervant, O Lord ; for in thy fight ſhall 
no man be juſtified.”” 

Through the blood of the Lamb I hope for an entire 
victory over the laſt enemy, and that before this comes 
to you I ſhall have reached the celeſtial heights ; and 
while you are reading theſe lines, I thall be adoring 
before the throne of God, where faith ſhall be turned 
into viſion, and theſe languifhing defires ſatisfied with 
the full fruition of immortal love. Adieu! 


ELIZ. ROWE. 
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I. Supreme Love to God. 
WHY, O my God! mult this mortal ſtructure put 


ſo great a ſeparation between my ſoul and thee? 
[ am ſurrounded with thy eſſence, yet I cannot perceive 
thee; I follow thee and trace thy footſteps in heaven 
and earth, yet I cannot overtake thee ; thou art before 
me, and I cannot reach thee; and behind me, and I 
perceive thee not. 

O thou, whom, unſeen, I love, by what powerful 
influence doſt thou attract my ſoul? The eye has not 
ſeen, nor the ear heard, nor has it entered into the heart 
of man to conceive what thou art; and yet J love thee 
beyond all that mine eye has ſeen, or my car heard; be- 
yond all that my heart can comprehend. Thou dwel- 
left in the heights of glory, to which no human thoughts 
can ſoar, and yet thou art more near and intimate to 
my foul than any of the objects of ſenſe, Theſe ears 
have never heard thy voice, and yet I am better ac- 
quainted with thee, and can rely on thee with more con- 
fidence than on the deareſt friend I have on the earth. 

My heart cleaves to thee, O Lord, as its only refuge, 
and finds in thee a ſecret and conſtant ſpring of conſo- 
lation. I (peak to thee with the utmoſt confidence, and 
think thy being my greateſt happineſs. The reflection 
on thy exiſtence and greatneſs recreates my ſpirits, and 
fills my heart with alacrity; my foul overflows with 
pleaſure; I rejoice, I triumph, in thy independent 
bleſſedneſs and abſolute dominion. Reign, O my God, 
for ever, glorious and uncontrouled ! 

I, the worm of the earth, would join my aſſent with 
the infinite orders above, with all thy flaming miniſters 


who rejoice in thy —— and glory. Tho“ 


DEVOUT EXERCISES 


Tho? not with them, thy happier race, allow'd 
To view the bright unveil'd Divinity; 

(By no audacious glance from mortal eyes 
Theſe myſtic glories are to be profan'd); 

But yet I feel the ſame immortal flame, 

And love thee, tho? unſcen, 


I love thee.— Thus far I can ſpeak, but all the reſt 
is unutterable; and I muſt leave the pleaſing tale untold, 
till I can talk in the language of immortality ; and then 
I'll begin the tranſporting ſtory, which ſhall never come 
to an end, but be ſtill and (till beginning: for thy 
beauties, O thou faireſt of ten thoutand! will ſtill be 
new, and ſhall kindle freſh ardour in my foul to all 
eternity, The ſacred flame ſhall riſe, nor find any 
limits till thy per fections find a period. 

I love thee; and, O thou that knowelt all things, read 
the characters that love has drawn on my heart! What 
excellence but thine, in heaven or earth, could raiſe ſuch 
aſpirations of foul, ſuch ſublime and fervent affections 
as thoſe I feel? What could fix my ſpirit but boundleſs 
perfection? What is there elſe for whoſe ſake I could 
deſpiſe all created glory? Why am I not at reſt here 
among ſenſible enjoyments ? Whence ariſe theſe impor- 
tunate longings, theſe infinite delirves? Why does not 
the complete creation ſatisfy, or at leaſt delude me with 
a dream of happineſs? Why do not the objects of ſenſe 
awake a more ardent ſentiment than things diſtant and 
inviſible? Why ſhould I, who ſay to corruption, Thou 
art my father, aſpire aiter an union with the immenſe 
Divinity ? 

Ye angels of God, who behold his face, explain to 
me the ſacred myſtery ; tell me how this heayenly flame 
began; unriddle its wondrous generation. Who hath 
animated this mortal frame with celeſtial fire, and given 
a clod of earth this divine ambition? What could 
kindle it but the breath of God, which kindled up my 
foul! and to thee, its amiable Original, it aſcends ; it 
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breaks through all created perfection, and keeps on its 
reſtleſs courſe to the firſt pattern of beauty. 

Ye flowery varieties ol the earth, and you, ſparkling 
glories of the ſkies, your blandiſhments are vain, while 
J purſue an excellence that caſts a reproach on all your 
glory. I would fain cloſe my eyes on all the various 

And lovely appearances you preſent, and would open 
them on a brighter ſcene. I have deſires which nothing 
viſible can gratify, to which no material things are 
ſuitable. O when ſhall I find objects more entirely 
agreeable to my intellectual faculties! My foul ſprings 
forward in purſuit of a diſtant good, whom I follow by 
ſome faint ray of light, which only glimmers by ſhort 
intervals before me: O when will it diſperſe the clouds, 
and break out in full ſplendor on my ſoul! 

But what will the open viſion of thy beauties effect, 
if, while thou art but faintly imagined, I love thee with 
ſuch a ſacred fervour! to what bleſſed beights ſhall my 
admiration riſe, when I {hall behold thee in full per- 
fection; when I (hail fee thee as thou art, exalted in 
majeſty, and complete in beauty! how ſhall I triumph 
then in thy glory, and in the privileges of my own 
being! what ineffable thoughts will rite, to find my- 
ſelf united to the all- ſufficient Divinity, by ties which the 
ſons of men have no names to exprets, by an engage- 
ment that the revolution of eternal years ſhall not diſ- 
ſolve! The league of nature ſhall be broken, and the 
laws of the mingled elements be cancelled ; but my re- 
laticn to the almighty God ſhall ſtand fixed and un- 
changeable as his own exiſtence : Nor life, nor death, nor 
— nor principulities, nor powers, nor things preſent, 
nor things to come, ſhall ever ſeparate me from his love, 

Triumph, O my loul, and rejoice ! lock forward be- 
yond the period of all terreitrial things. Look beyond 
ten thouſand ages of celeſtial bleſſedneſs; look forward 
ſtill, and take an immeaſurable proſpect ; preſs on, and 
leave unnumhered ages behind, ages of ineffable peace 
and pleaſure ; plunge at once into the ocean of blits, 
and call eternity itſelf thy own, There 
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There are no limits to the proſpect of my joy; it 
runs parallel with the duration of the infinite Divinity : 
my bliſs is without bounds ; O when ſhall the full poſ- 
| ſeſſion of it commence ! 


II. The Truth and Goodneſs of God. 


FNGRAV'D, as in eternal braſs, 
The mighty promiſe ſhines; 
Nor can the pow'rs of darkneſs raze 

Thoſe everlaſting lines, 


The ſacred word of grace is ſtrong 
As that which built the ſkics; 

The voice that rolls the ſtars along 
Speaks all the promiſes. 


And they are all built on the immutable truth and good- 
neſs of thy nature. Thou doſt not ſpeak at random 
like vain men; but whatever thou haſt engaged to per- 
form is the reſult of eternal counſel and deſign. Thou 
haſt uttered nothing that thou canſt ſee occation to alter 
on a ſecond review: thou canſt promiſe nothing to thy 
own damage, nor be a loſer by thy utmoſt liberality. 
Thou art every way qualified to make good thy engage- 
ments by the tulnets of thy riches and power. 

Nor haſt thou any neceſſity to flatter thy creatures, 
or to ſay kinder things to them than thou meaneſt to 
fulfil. Miſerable man can bring no advantage to thee, 
nor has he any thing to claim from thee. By what 
benefit has he prevented thee? By what right can he 
demand the leaſt of thy favours? Thy engagements 
are all free and unconſtrained ; founded on thy own be- 
neficence, and not on the merits of thy creature, While 
I conſider this, my expectations rife, I (et no limits to 
my hopes; I look up with confidence, and call thee 
my Father, and, with an humble faith, I claim every 
advantage that tender name imports. My heart con- 
fides in thee with ſtedfaſtneſs and alacrity ; fear and 
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diſtruſt are incenſiſtent with my thoughts of the bene- 
ficence of thy nature. | 

Every name and attribute, by which thou haſt re- 
vealed thyſelf to man, confirms my faith. Thy life, 
thy being, is engaged: I may as well queſtion thy ex- 
iſtence as thy faithfulneſs: as ſure as thou art, thou 
art juſt and true. The proteſtations of the moſt faith- 
ful friend I have cannot give me half the conſolation 
that thy promiſes give me. I hear vain man with dit- 
fidence, I bid my foul beware of truiting falſe mor- 
tality; but I hear thy voice with joy and full aſſurance, 

Thy words are not writ on ſand, nor ſcattered by 
the fleeting winds, but ſhall ttand in force when heaven 
and earth ſhall be no more. Eternal ages ſhall not di- 
miniſh their efficacy, nor alter what the mouth of the 
Lord hath ſpoken. I believe, I believe with the mot 
perfect aſſent: I know that * thou art, and that thou 
art a rewarder of them that diligently ſeek thee;“ I 
feel the evidence, for thou haſt not left thyſelf without 
a witneſs in my heart, 


III. Longing after the Enjoyment of God. 


Y God, to thee my ſighs aſcend ; every complaint 

I make ends with thy name; I paule, I dwell on 

the ſound, I ſpeak it cver again, and find that all my 

cares begin and end in thee. I long to behold the ſu- 

reme beauty. I pant for the fair original of all that 

is lovely; for beauty that is yet unknown, and for in- 
tellectual pleaſures yet untaſted. 

My heart aſpires, my wiſhes fly beyond the bounds 
of creation, and deſpiſe all that mortality can preſent 
me with, I was formed for celeſtial joys, and find my- 
{elf capable of the entertainments of angels. Why 
may I not begin my heaven below, and taſte at leaſt of 
the ſprings of pleaſure that flow from thy right hand for 
ever ? 

Should I drink my fill, theſe fountains are, ſtill ex- 
hauſtleſs ; millions ot happy ſouls quench their infinite 
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defires there ; millions of happy orders of beings gaze 
on thy beauty, and are made partakers of thy bleſſed- 
neſs ; but thou art ſtill undiminiſhed : no liberality can 
waſte the ſtore of thy perfection; it has flowed from 


eternity, and runs for ever freſh ; and why muſt I periſh 


for want ? 

My thirſty ſoul pines for the waters of life: Oh! 
who will refreſh me with the pleaſurable draught! How 
long ſhall I wander in this deſert land, where every 
proſpect is waſte and barren! I look round me in vain, 
and ſigh {till unſatisfied. Oh! who will lead me to 
the ſtill waters, and make me repoſe in green paſtures, 
where the weary are for ever at reſt! How tedious ate 
the hours of expectation! 


Come, Lord, my head doth burn, my heart is ſick, 
While thou doſt ever, ever ſtay; 
Thy long deferring wounds me to the quick, 
My ſpirit graſpeth night and day: 
O ſhew thyſelf to me, 
Or take me up to thee, 


Diſpatch thy commiſſion ; give me my work, and 
activity to picky it; and let me, as a hireling, fulfil 
my day. Lord, it is enough ; what am I better than 
my fathers? they are dead, and I am mortal. 


I'm but a ſtranger and a pilgrim here 

In theſe wild regions, wand'ring and forlorn, 
Reſtleſs and ſighing for my native home, 
Longing to reach my weary ſpace of life, 
And to fulfil my taſk. O haſte the hour 

Of joy and ſweet repoſe! tranſporting hope! 


Lord, here TI am waiting for thy commands, attend- 
ing thy pleaſure; O ſpeak, and incline my ear to hear; 
give me my work, let me finiſh it, and gain my diſmiſ- 
ion from this body of fin and death; this hated clog 
of error and guilt, of corruption and vanity, Oh! let 
. me 
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me drop this load, and bid theſe ſcenes of guilt a final 
adieu ! | 

I have waited for thy ſalwation, O Lord, when wilt 
thou let me into thy holy habitation! How long ſhall 
I pine at this diſtance from thee! What can I [peak to 
ſhew thee my pain, to utter my anguiſh, when I fear 
the loſs of my God! O ſpeak an aſſuring word, and 
confirm my hope! 


Tranſporting moment! when wilt thou appear 
To crown my hopes, and baniſh all my tear ? 


Again, O my Father and my eternal Friend, I 
breathe out my requelts to thee in this Ind of tatigue 
and folly! What is this life, but a ſorry, tire:ome 
round, a circle of repeated vanities? Happineis has 
never been ſcen in it ſince fin and folly entered; all is 
empty appearance, or vain labour, or paintul vexation. 


Suffic'd with life, my languid ſpirits faint, 
And fain would be at reſt. O let me enter 
Thoſe ſacred ſeats; and after ali the toil 

Ot life, begin an everlaſting ſabbath! 


Yet again, O Lord, I aſk leave to tell thee, I hawe 
waited for thy ſalvation, and hourly languiſhed after 
the habitations of my God. My heart grows tick, and 
I almoſt expire under theſe delays. What have I here 
to keep me from thee ? what to relieve the tedious hours 
of ablence? I have pronounced all below the ſun va- 
nity and vexation, all inſipid and burdenſome. Amidſt 
health and plenty, friends and reputation, thou art my 
only joy, my higheſt wiſh, and my ſupreme delight. 
On thee my ſoul fixes all her hopes; there I reſt in a 
celeſtial calm. O let. it not be broken with earthly ob- 
jects ; let me live unmoleſted with the cares or delights 
of ſenſe! 


O let me flee 


From all the world, and live alone to Thee, 
IV. God 
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IV. God my Supreme, my only Hoe. 


| WIV do I addreſs thee, my God, with no more 

confidence? Why do I indulge theſe remains of 
unbelief, and harbour theſe returns of infidelity and diſ- 
truſt? Can I ſurvey the carth, can I gaze on the ſtruc- 
ture of the heavens, and aſk if thou art able to deliver? 
Can I call in queſtion thy ability to ſuccour me, when 
I conſider the general and particular inftances of thy 
goodneſs and power? One age to another, in long ſue- 
ceſſion, hath conveyed the records of thy glory. IA all 
generations thou haſt been our dwelling-place : my fathers 
truſled in thee, and were delivered. They have en- 
couraged me, my own experience has encouraged me, ta 
truſt in thee for ever. 

The ſun may fail to riſe, and men in vain expect its 
light; but thy truth, thy faithfulneſs, cannot fail; the 
courſe of nature may be reverſed, and all be chaos 
again; but thou art immutable, and canſt not, by any 
change, deceive the hopes of them that truſt in thee, 
J adore thy power, and ſubſcribe to thy goodneſs and 
fidelity, and what farther objection would my unbelief 
raiſe? Is any thing too hard for God to accompliſh ? 
Can the united force of earth and hell refiſt his will ? 


Great God ! how wide thy glories ſhine! 
How broad thy kingdom, how divine! 
Nature and miracle, and fate and chance are thine, 


Therefore I apply myſelf immediately to thee, and 
renounce all the terror and all the confidence that may 
riſe from heaven or earth beſides. 


Not from the duſt my joys or ſorrows ſpring : 
Let all the baleful planets ſhed 
Their mingled curſes round my head, 
Their mingled curſes I deſpiſe, 
Let but the great, th'eternal King 
Look through the clouds and bleſs me with his eyes. 
Let 
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Let him bleſs me, and I ſhall be bleſſed : bleſſed with- 
out reſerve or limitation; bleſſed in my going out and 
coming in, in my fitting down and riſing up; bleſſed 
in time, and bleſſed to all eternity. That bleſſing 
from thy lips will influence the whole creation, and at- 
tend me wherever I am. It ſhall go before me as a 
leading light, and follow me as my protecting angel. 
When I lie down it will cover me. I ſhall reſt beneath 
the ſhadow of the Moſt High, and dwell ſafely in the 
ſecrets of his tabernacle. 

© Thy kingdom rulcth over all, O Lord! and thou 
doſt according to thy will in the armies of heaven, 
and among the inhabitants of the earth.“ I confeſs 
and acknowledge thy providence. The ways of man 
are not at his own diſpoial, but all his goings are or- 
dered by thee; all events are in thy hands, and thou 
only canſt ſucceed or diſappoint his hopes. It thou 
blow on his deſigns, they are for ever blaſted; if thou 
bleſs them, neither earth nor hell can hinder their ſuc- 
cels ; therefore I apply myſelf immediately to thee, for 
not all created power can aſſiſt me without thee, 


Hence from my heart, ye idols flee, 

Ye ſounding names of vanity ! 

No more my tongue ſhall ſacrifice 

To chance and nature, tales and lies: 

Creature, without a God, can yicld me no ſupplies. 


Not all the power of man or earth, nor angel nor 
ſaint in heaven, can help or relieve me in the leaſt exi- 
gence, if my God hide himſelf, and ſtand atar off from 
me. Second caules are all at thy direction, and can- 
not aid me till commiſſioned by thee. 


Lord, when my thoughtful ſoul ſurveys 
Fire, air, and earth, and ſtars, and ſeas, 

I call them all thy ſlaves: 
Commillioned by my Father's will, 
Poiſon (hall cure, or balm ſhall kill; 
Vernal ſuns, or zepiiyr's breath, 
May burn or blaſt the plants to death 

That ſharp December ſaves. 

What 
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What can winds or planets boaſt 
But a precarious pow'r? 

The ſun is all in darkneſs loſt, 

Froſt ſhall be fire, and fire be froſt, 
When he appoints the hour. 


At thy command nature and neceſſity are no more 
all things are alike eaſy to a God, Speak but thou the 
word, and my deſires are granted: ſay, Let there be 
light, and there ſhall be light. Thou canſt look me in- 
to peace, when the tumult of thoughts raiſe a ſtorm 
within. Bid my foul be ſtill, and all its tempeſts ſhall 
obey thee, 

I depend only on thee; do thou ſmile, and all the 
world may frown: do thou ſucceed my affairs, and I 
ſhall fear no obſtacle that earth or hell can put in my 
way. Thou only art the object of my fear, and all my 
defires are directed to thee. 

Human things have loſt their being and their names, 
and vaniſh into nothing before thee; they are but ſhades 
and diſguiſes to veil the active Divinity. Oh! let me 
break through all theſe ſeparations, and ſee and confeſs 
the great, the governing cauſe. Let no appearance of 
created things, however ſpecious, hide thee from my 
view ; let me look through all to thee, nor caſt a glance 
of love or hope below thee. With a holy contempt 
let me ſurvey the ample round of the creation as lying 
in the hollow of thy hand, and every being in heaven 
and on earth as immoveable by the molt potent caule in 
nature, till commiſſioned by thee to do good or hurt. 
O let thy hand be with me to keep me from evil, and 
let me abide under the ſhadow of the Almighty! I ſhall 
be ſecure in thy pavilion, To thee I fly for ſhelter from 
all the ills of mortality. 


V. God 
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V. God a preſent Help, and ever near. 


T* waſt found of me, O my God! when I ſought 
thee not, and wilt thou fly me when I ſeek thee ? 
Am I giving my breath to the wind, and ſcattering my 
petitions in the air? Is it a-vain thing to call upon 
God, and is there no profit in crying to the Almighty ? 
© Art thou a God afar off, and not near at hand? Is 
there any place exempt from thy preſence, any diſtance 
whence my cries cannot reach thee? Can any darkneſs 
hide me from thy eyes? or 1s there a corner of the crea- 
tion unviſited by thee? Doſt thou not fill heaven and 
earth, and am I not ſurrounded by thy immenſity? 

Are my deſires unknown to thee? or is there a 
thought in my heart concealed from thee? Doſt not 
thou that haſt formed the ear, hear! Canſt thou for- 
get the work of thine own hand ? or, retired far in the 
h-avens, full of thine own happineſs, canſt thou leave 
tay creation to milery and di ſorder, helpleſs and hope- 
leſs? Are the ways of man at his own diſpoſal, and 
his paths undirected by thee ? Is calling on the livin 
God no more than worſhipping a dumb idol? Canſ 
thou, Jike them, diſappoint and mock thy adorers ? 

Art thou unacquainted with the extent of thy own 
power, that thou ſhouldeſt promile beyond thy abilit 
to perform? or art thou * as a man, that thou houldeft 
lie,—or the ſon of man, that thou thouldeſt repent ?” 
Is thy faithfulneſs uncertain, and thy power precarious ? 
Are thoſe pertetions imaginary for which men adore 
thee, and thy gracious names inſignificant titles? © Do 
the children of men in vain put their truſt under the 
ſhadow of thy wings? Art not thou a preſent help in 
the time of trouble ?* and is there no ſecurity in the 
ſecret places of the Moſt High? Whither then ſhall I 
look in my diſtreſs? to whom ſhall I dire& my prayer? 
from whom ſhall I expect relief, if there is no help in 
God for me ? 

But, oh! what unrighteouſneſs have my _ _ 

ou 
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found in thee! what injuſtice can I charge thee with? 
what breach of truth, or want of pity? Have the re- 
cords of thy actions ever been ſtained with the breach 
of faithfulneſs? Art thou not my only hope, and my 
long-experienced ſupport? Have I ever found help 
from the creatures when thou haſt failed me? Have I, 
or can J have a greater certainty than thy word to de- 
pend on? Can any other power defend or deliver like 
thee? Thou art a rock, and thy work is perfect; 
for all thy ,ways are judgment: a God of truth, -and 
without iniquity ; juſt and right art thou.“ With my 
laſt breath I will witneſs to thy truth and faithfulneis, 
and declare thy goodneſs to the children of men. 


VI. God an all. ſuſſicient Good, and my only Happineſs. 


WHY is my heart ſo far from thee, 
My God, my chief delight ? 
Why are my thoughts no more by day 
With thee, no more by night ? 


Why ſhould my fooliſh paſſions rove ? 
Where can ſuch ſweetneſs be 

As I have taſted in thy love, 
As I have found in thee? 


Where can I hope to meet ſuch joys as thy ſmiles 
have given me? where can I find plealure fo fincere and 
unallayed? When I have enjoyed the light of thy 
countenance, and the {-nie of thy love, has not all my 
ſou! been filied? Have I found any want or emptineſs? 
Has there been any room left for deſire, or any proſpect 
beyond, behdes the more perte& enjoyment of my 
God? Have not all the glories of the world been 
darkened, and turned into blackneſs and deformity? 
How poor, how contemptible have they appeared! or 
rather, have they not all diſappeared and vaniſhed as 
dreams and ſhaiows in the noon of day, and under the 
blaze of the ſun-beams ? I have 
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I have never found ſatisfaction in any thing but in 
God; why then do I wander from him? why do I 
leave the fountain of living waters for broken ciſterns? 
why do I abandon the full ocean in ſearch of ſhallow 
ſtreums? what account can I give for folly like this? 
I can promile my!elt nothing from the creature; thoſe 
expectations ſhall deceive me no more. Tis thou, my 


God, thou art the only object of my hopes and deſires; 


it is thou only canſt make me happy. 

If thou frown, my being is a curſe; thy indigna- 
tion is hell with all its terrors. Let me never feel that, 
and I defy all things elſe to make me miſerable, I 
lem independent on all nature, to thee only I apply 
myſelf, Hear me, thou bencficent Author of my be- 
ing, thou ſupport of ray lite; to thee I direct my 
wiſhes, thole detires which thou wilt approve, while I 
alk but the happinets I was created to enjoy, Oh! fix 
all my expectations on thee, and tree me trom this levity 
and inconſtaucy. 


Look gently down, almighty Grace, 
Priſon me round in thy embrace; 
Pity the heart that would be thine, 
Aud tet thy power my love confine. 


Suffer me never to ſtart from thee; ſuch a confine- 
ment were iweeter than liberty: „Thy yoke is ealy, 
and thy burden light.“ I ſhall bleſs the chain that 
binds me to thee. Oh! give me ſuch a view of thy 


beauty as ſhall fix my volauale heart for ever; ſuch a- 


view as ſhall determine all its motions, and be a con- 
ſtant conviction how anrealonable it is to wander from 
thee. ; on | | 

Is it that I reliſh any thing beyond thy love? Oh! 
no. I appeal even to thee, who canit not be deceived, 
and knoweſt the inmoſt ſecrets of my loul. Thou 
knowelt where the balance of my love falls, and that 
my wonderings are not deliberate, that it is not by 
choice that I torſake thee. 1 grieve, 1 hgh tor my tolly: 

F ſhouldelt 


* 
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ſhouldeſt thou forgive me, I can never forgive myſelf, 
for I know it is inexcuſable. 

I want nothing when I am poſſeſſed of thee; without 
thee I want all things. Thou art the centre of all my 
paſſions; I have no hope but what is thine, no joy but 
what flows from thee: my greateſt fears are thoſe of 
loſing thee; my inmoſt care is to ſecure thy favour. 
This is the ſubject of my deepeſt anxiety : every ſigh I 
breathe ends in thy name; and that loved name Tas 
allays every anguiſh of my ſoul, and calms its wildeſt 
tempeſts. | 

From thy frowns or favour all my joys or ſorrows 
ſpring: thy frowns can make me intinitely miſerable, 
thy | Ao can make me infinitely bleſſed; I can defy 
hell, and ſmile in the face of death, whilſt I can call thee 
mine. My God! till let me bleſs the ſound, and part 
with all things, rather than renounce my property in 
thee; let me hold it to my lait breath, and claim it 
with my expiring ſighs. 

Secure of thee, nothing can terrify my ſoul: all is 
peaceful and ſerene within, eternal love and immortal 
pleaſure: I defire no more; imagination ſtops here, 
and all my wiſhes are loſt in eternal plenty. My God! 
more cannot be aſked, and with leſs I ſhould be in- 
finitely miſerable. The kingdoms of the ſkies ſhould 
not buy my title to thee and thy love: the bleſſcdnels 
of all creatures is complete here, for God himl{elt is 
bleſſed in himſelf for ever. 


What can I add? for all my words are faint, 
Celeſtial love no eloquence can paint; 

No more can be in mortal ſounds expreſt, 
But vaſt eternity ſhall tell the reſt, 


VII. A Covenant with God. 


INcemprebenüble Being! who ſearcheſt the heart, and 
trieſt the reins of the children of men, who knoweſt my 
lmcerity, and my thoughts are all unveiled to ph 
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T am ſurrounded with thine immenſity; thou art a 
preſent, though inviſible, witneſs of the folema affair I 
am now engaged in. I am now taking hold of my 
ſtrength that I may make peace with thee, and enter- 
ing into articles with the Almighty God. Theſe are 
the happy days long ſince predicted, when * one ſhall 
ſay, I am the Lord's, and another ſhall call himſelt by 
the name of Iſrael, and another ſhall ſubſcribe with his 
hand to the Lord; and I will be their God, and they 
ſhall be my ſons and my daughters, ſaith the Lord 
JeHoOvan.' 

With the moſt thankful ſincerity I take hold of this 
covenant, as it is more fully manifeſted and explained 
in thy goſpel by Jeſus Chriſt ; and, humbly accepting 
thy propolals, I bind myſelf to thee by a ſacred and 
everlaſting obligation, By a free and deliberate ac- 
tion, I do here ratify the articles which were made for 
me in my baptiſm, in the name of the Father, the Son, 
and the Holy Spirit ; I religiouſly devote myſelf to thy 
ſervice, and entirely ſubmit to thy conduct. I re- 
nounce the glories and vanities of the world, and chooſe 
thee as my happineſs, my ſupreme felicity, and ever- 
laſting portion. I make no articles with thee for any 
thing beſides: deny or give me what thou wilt, I will 
never repine, while my principal trealure 1s ſecure, 
This is my deliberate, my tree, and fincere determina- 


tion; a determination which, by thy grace, I will 


never retract, 

Oh! Thou, by whoſe power alone I ſhall be able 
to ſtand, „put thy fear in my heart, that I may never 
depart from thee.” Let not the world, with all its flat- 
teries, nor death, nor hell, with all their terrors, torce 
me to violate this ſacred vow. Oh! let me never live 
to abandon thee, nor draw the impious breath that 
would deny thee. 

And now let ſurrounding angels witneſs for me, 
that I ſolemnly devote all the powers and faculties of 
my ſoul to thy ſe vice; and when I preſumptuouſly 
employ any of the advantages thou haſt given me to thy 

2 diſhonour, 
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diſhonour, let them teſtify againſt me, and let my own 
words condemn me. 
ELIZABETH Rowe, 


Thus have I ſubſcribed to thy gracious propoſals, 
and engaged myſelf to be the Lord's: and now let the 
malice of men, and the rage of devils, combine again{t 
me, I can dety all their ſtratagems; for God himlclf 
is become my Friend, Jeſus is my all-tuthcient Saviour, 
and the Spirit of God, I truſt, will be my Sanctifier 
and Comforter. 

O happy day! tranſporting moment! the brighteſt 
period of my life! Heaven with all its light ſmiles on 
me. What glorious mortal can now excite my envy ? 
What ſcene to tempt my ambition could the whole 
creation diſplay? Let glory call me with her exalted 
voice; let pleaſure, with a ſofter eloquence, allure me; 
the world, in all its ſplendor, appears but a trifle, 
while the infinite God is my portion. He is mine by 
as ſure a title as eternal veracity can confer, The right 
is unqueſtionablez the conveyance unalterable; the 
mountains ſhall be removed, and the hills be diffolved, 
before the everlaſting obligation ſhall be cancelled, 


VIII. A Thank-offering for ſaving Grace. 
c BLESS the Lord, O my foul! and all that is 


within me bleſs his holy name: bleſs the Lord, 
and forget not all his benefits; who redeemed thy life 
from deſtruction, and crowneth thee with loving kind- 
neſs and tender mercy ;* who brought thee out af the 
mire and clay, and (et thy feet upon a rock; who broke 
thy letters, and iree+ thee from the miſerable bondage 
of fin. TI jy a wretched (have, pleaſed with my chains, 
and fond of my captivity, fatally deluded and nndone, 
till love, almighty love, relcurd me. Bleffed effect of 
unmerited grace! I thall fttand for ever an illuftrious 
inſtance of boundleſs mercy: to that I mult entitely 
abſcribe my ſalvation, and through all the ages of eter- 
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nity I'll rehearſe the wonders of redeeming love, and 
tell to liſtening angels what it has done for my ſoul, 


I'll ſing the endleſs miracles of love: 
Far ever that my lofty theme ſhall prove. 


My glorious Creator ! why did I employ thy thought 
before I had a being? why from all eternity was an 
immortality deſigned me, and my birth allotted me in 
a land illuminated with the rays of ſacred light? I 
might have been invoking the powers of hell with de- 
teſtable ceremonies, inſtead of adaring the omnipotent 
God. But when thoulands are loſt in theſe deluſions, 
why am I thus graciouſly diſtinguiſhed ? Inſtead of 
being born among the ſhameful vices of impious parents, 
and an heir to their curſes, why am I entitled to the 
bleſſing of religious anceſtors ? why, when I was in ca- 
pable of choice, was I devoted to the God that keeps 
covenant and mercy to a thouſand generations of them 
that fear him ?* 

Why, when I knew thee not, didſt thou ſuſtain me? 
but, Oh! why when I knew thee, and rebelled againſt 
thee, why didſt thou ſo long (ſuffer my ingratitude ? 
why did thy watchful providence perpetually ſurround 
me, croſſing all the methods I took to undo myſelf ? 
why was I not curled with my own wiſhes, and left to 
the quiet poſſeſſion of thoſe vanities I delighted in? 
thoſe toys which I fooliſhly preferred to all the treaſures 
of thy love? why didſt thou purſue me with the offers 
of y 4 favour when I fled thee with ſuch averſion; and 
had fled thee for ever if thou hadſt not compelled me to 
return ? | 

Why did the Spirit ſtrive ſo long with an obſtinate 
heart which reſiſted all its motions, and turned thy pa- 
tience into provocation and guilt? why am I not un- 
done by thoſe pleaſing ſnares in which I have ſeen ſo 
many deluded wretches periſh ? Like them I deſpiſed 
the unſearchable riches of thy grace; with them I had 
been content to ſhare the 5 and t 
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this world, if thou hadſt let me alone, and I ſhould 
never have enquired after thee. But why waſt thou 
found of one that fought thee not? O why! but “ be- 
caule ou wilt be mercitul to whom thou wilt be mer- 
citul!' 

| Therefore again, with aſtoniſhment and delight, I 
look back on tne met node of thy grace; and again I 
conſider ms ſelt loit in an abyls ot fin and mercy z when 
there was no eye to pity me, no hand but thine to aſſiſt 
me, thou m. deſt it then the time of love. 

Never was glace more tree and furpriſing than thine 
is; never was there a more obſtinate heart than mine, 
and never ſuch unconquerable love as thine. How glo- 
riouſly hath it triumphed over my rebeliious faculties ! 
how treely has it cancelled all my guilt! 

Could I have made the leait pretence to merit, or 
have chailenged any thing trom thee, the benefit had 
been leis cxalied ; had there been any foundation for 
human pride, my corrupt heart would ſoon have taken 
the advantage, and have robbed thee of thy honour, by 
aſcribing the glorious work to the ſtrength ot my own 
reaſon, or a natural tendency to virtue; but here my 
vanity is tor ever filenced. I am loft in the boundleſs 
abyis. O height! O depth! O length and breadth 
immealurable! © How uniearchable are thy ways, Al- 
mighty Love, and thy paths paſt finding out!“ 

Let me here begin my eternal fong, and aſcribe 
© ſalvation and honour, dominion and majeſty, to 
Him that fits on the throne, and to the Lamb tor ever,” 
who has loved me, and ranſomed me with his blood; 
ranſomed me from a voluntary bondage, trom the moſt 
vile and hopelcls captivity, a captivity from which 
nothing but that invaluable ater could have re- 
deemed me. 


Infinite love! Almighty grace! 
Stand in amaze, ye rolling ſkies! 


Bring hither your celeſtial harps, ye beneficent beings, 
who amidſt the height of your happineſs, * 
| kin 
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kind recard for man: teach me the language of para- 
diſe, the ſtrains of immortality, But, oh! it is all 
too feehle; the tongues of ſeraphims cannot utter what 
I owe my Redeemer. From what miſery, my ado- 
rable Saviour, haſt thou reſcued me? From error, from 
fn, trom ſnares and death, trom-infernal chains, eter- 
nal horror, and the blackneſs of darkneis for ever. 

Nor here my glorious benefactor ſtayed ; but till 
went on to magnify the riches of his grace, and entitled 


me to an endlcls inheritance, and an immortal crown; 


to the fruition of God, and the unutterable joys that 
flow from his preſence. 


Myſterious depths of boundleſs love 
My admiration raiſe; 
O God, thy name exalted ſtinds 


Above my higheſt praiſe. 


IX. Evidence of Sincere Love to God. 
IF I love thee not, my bleſſed God, I know not what 


I love: if I am uncertain of this, I am uncertain of 
my exiſtence. If I love thee not, what is the meanin 
of thele pathetic expreſſions? My God, my all! thou 
ſpring of my lite, and fountain of my happinels! oy 
great reward, and my exceeding joy ! the eternal obje 
of my love, and ſupreme felicity of my nature! Does 
not my heart attend my lips in all this language? How 
can this be, it my foul does not love thee ? 

O my God, it I love thee not, what is the meaning 
of this conſtant uneaſineſs at thy abſence? from whence 
proceeds this paintul anxicty of mind about thy love, 
and all theie intenie, thele reſtleis defires after thee? 
Why are all the ſatisfactions of lite infipid without 
theſe? Without my God, what are riches, and ho- 
nours, and pleaſures to me? I ſhould eſtcem the pol- 
ſeſſion of the world but a trifle, or rather my eternal 
damage, if it mult be purchaſed with the lols of thy 
tavour. Thy benignity is better than life, and the 

moments 
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moments in which I enjoy a ſenſe of thy love are the 
only happy intervals of my life. *Tis then I live; 
it is then I am truly bleſſed; it is then I look down 
with contempt on the little amuſements of the world, 


and pity them that want a taſte for theſe exalted plea- 


ſures. 

How calm, how peaceful, in thoſe ſeaſons, are all 
the regions of my ſoul? I have enough, I aſk no more. 
Can they languiſh for the ſtream who drink at the over- 
flowing fountain? I have all the world and more; I 
have heaven itſelf in thee; in thee I am completely and 
ſecurely bleſſed, and can defy the malice of earth and 
hell to ſhake the foundation of my happineſs, while 
thou doſt whiſper thy love to my foul. O bleſſed (ta- 
bility of heart! O ſublime ſatisfaCtion ! Haſt thou not 
told me that thou art mine by inviolable engagement, 
when my ſoul devoted itſelf ſincerely to thee ? Does not 
thy word aſſure me, that the mountains ſhall depart, 
and the hills be removed; but thy kindneſs mall not 
depart, nor the covenant of thy peace be broken ?* 

Haſt thou not terminated my wiſhes, O Lord, in 
thyſelf and fixed my wandering deſires ? Is it for riches 
or honour, for length of days, or pleaſure, that I fol- 
low thee with daily importunities? Thou-knoweſt theſe 
are not the ſubject of my reſtleis petitions: do I ever 
balance theſe toys with thy favour? Oh! no; one 
ſmile of thine obſcures all their glory. When thou doſt 
bleſs my retired devotions with thy preſence, I can 
wink all created beauty into blackneſs. When I meet 
thee in my ſolitary contemplations, with what con- 
tempt do I look back on the leſſening world! 


How dazzling is thy beauty ! how divine ! 
How dim the luſtre of the world to thine! 


How dull are its entertainments to the pleaſures of 
converiirg with thee! Oh! ftay, in thoſe happy mo- 


ments, cries my ſatisfied ſou] ;j—— Stays 
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Stay, my Beloved, with me here: 


Stay till the morning ſtar appear; 
Stay till the duſky ſhadows fly 
Before the day's illuſtrious eye. 


Oh! ſtay till the gloomy night of life is paſt, and 
eternity draw on my foul. There is nothing in this 
barren place to entertain me when thou art gone; I can 
r:liſh nothing below, after theſe celeſtial banquets, 

It I love thee not, what is the meaning of this impa- 
tience to be with ther? © My ſoul longeth, yea tainteth, 
for the courts of the Lord ; when thall I come and ap- 
pear before the? O that I had the wings of a dove, 
tor then would I fly away, and be at reſt!" 


X. Aſurance of Salvation in Chriſt Jeſus, 


] HAVE put my treaſures, my immortal part into thy 
hands, O my dear Redeemer; and “ ſhall the prey 

be taken from the mighty?“ ſhall a foul conſecrated t 

thee tall a ſacrifice to hell? 

Bleſſed God, am I not thine? and ſhall the temple 
of thy ſpirit be profaned, and the lips that have ſo 
often aſcribed dominion, and glory, Ia. majcity to thee, 
be defiled with internal blaſphemy, and the execrations 
of the damned? Shall the {parks of divine love be ex- 
tingniſhed, and immortal «nmity ſucceed ? and ſhall I, 
who was once bleſſed with thy \ now become the ob- 
ject of thy wrath and indignation? Shall all the might 
things thou haſt done tor my ſoul be forgotten? Shall 
all my vows, and thy own ſecret engagements be can- 
celled ? *Tis all impoſſible; for © thou art not as man, 
that thou ſhouldeſt lie; nor as the fon of man, that thou 
ſhouldeſt repent.” 

Thou art engaged by thy own tremendous name for 
my ſecurity: my God, and my father's God : from 
generation to generation thou haſt been our dwelling- 
place. I was devoted to thee in baptiſm by the ſolemn 


vows 
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vows of my religious parents: my infant-hands were 
early lifted up to thee, and I ſoon learned to know and 
acknowledge the God of my fathers. I have actually 
ſublcribed with my hand to the Lord, and am thine by 
the moſt voluntary and deliberate obligations. The 

rtion of Jacob is my joyful choice, nor need I fear 
g it while thy word is eſtabliſhed as the heavens. 


The Lord, who made heav'n, earth, and ſea; 
And all that they contain, 

Will never quit his ſtedfaſt truth, 
Nor make his promiſe vain. 


Were my dependence on myſelf, I were undone: 
the firſt temptation would ſhake my reſolutions: I 
ſhould ſell the ineſtimable riches of thy love for a 
trifle, and fool away immortal pleaſures for the joys 
of 3 moment; a ſpecious deluſion would ſeduce me 
from all my hopes of a glorious futurity. I ſhall fall 
a victim to my own folly, and muſt inevitably periſh, 
if thou forſake me; but the Strength of Iſrael is my 
hope, the Mighty one of Jacob my defence. 

Thou art the Rock of Ages; the fixed and immu- 


table Divinity is my high Tower and my refuge, my 


Redeemer and Almighty Saviour. Theſe were the 
bleſſed, the glorious titles by which thou didſt at firſt 
aſſure my doubtful ſoul : theſe were the tranſporting 
names I knew and called thee by, and thou haſt an- 
ſwered them through all the changes of my life. 

I was thy early care; thou didſt ſupport my helpleſs 
infancy, and art the watchful guide of my unſteady 
youth. Which way ſoever I turn, I meet thy mercy, 
and trace thy providence ; and ſo long as I live I will 
record thy benefits, and depend on thy truth for thoſe 
benefits which have conftantly purſucd me, and that 
truth which has never deceived me, and is engaged 
never to abandon me. Tranſporting aſſurance! What 
further ſecurity can I aſk, what ſecurity can I wiſh, 
beyond eternal veracity! The mountains ſhall de- 

part, 
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part, and the hills be removed; but thy kindneſs ſhall 
not depart, nor the covenant of thy peace be broken ;* 
that covenant which has been ſealed by the blood of the 
Con of God, and in that holy ſacrament I have received 
the pledges of thy love. Thou didſt graciouſly invite 
me into that communion, and met me there with the 
moſt unmerited favour. 

Fear not, ſayeſt thou, poor trembling ſoul, for I 
am thy Redeemer, and thy mighty Saviour, the Hope 
of Iirael, and in my name (hail all the nations of the 
earth be bleſſed: © I am gracious and merciful, long- 
ſuffering, and abundant in goodneſs and truth.“ 
Theſe are the titles by which I have revealed myſelf to 
men. I came the expected Meſhah, the Star of Jacob, 
and the Glory of the Gentiles; I came from the ful- 
nels of ineffable glory, in the form of man, to redeem 
the race of Adam; I am willing and able to fave, 
© and whoſoever comes to me, I will in no wile caſt 
away. Fear not, I had kind dehgns towards thee 
from eternity; and by theſe viſible ſigns of my body 
and blood I teal my love to thy foul: take here the 
pledge of heaven, the aſſurance of everlaſting happineſs. 

'Fis enough, replied my tranſported ſoul; divide 
the world as thou wilt, let others unenvied ſhare its 
glory; thy love is all I crave, I am bleſſed with that 
aſſurance, I am ſurrounded with the joys of paradiſe ; 


every place is a heaven, while my beloved is mine, 
and I am his. 


If all the monarchs, whoſe command ſupreme 
Divide the wide dominion of this ball, 
Should offer each his boalted diadem, 
I would not quit thy favour for them all: 
Theſe trifles with contempt I would reſign; 
The world's a toy, while I can call thee mine. 


Let God and angels witneſs for me, that I renounce 
the world, and chooſe thy love as my portion ; witneſs 
that I ſacrifice my darling fins to thee; and from this 
moment ſolemnly devote myſelf to thy ſervice. 1 

hus 
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Thus did I engage mylelf to be the Lord's; and thus 
didſt thou graciouſly condeſcend to ſeal the privileges of 
the new covenant to my ſoul. And, O let the folemn 
tranſaction never be forgotten! let it be engraven in the 
books of unalterable deſtiny ; there let the ſacred arti- 
ny ſtand recorded, and be had in everlaſting remem- 
rance. 


XI. Thou art my God, 
O God! thou art my God; thou art thy own bleſſed- 


nels, the centre of thy own defires, and the bound- 
leſs ſpring of thy own happineſs. Thou art immutable 
and infinitely perfect, and therein conſiſts thy ble ſfed- 
neſs and glory; but that thou art my God, it is from 
thence flows all my conſolation; this glorious privilege 
is my dignity and boaſt, * Thou art my God, and I 
will praiſe thee; my father's God, and I] will exalt 
thee. The Lord liveth, and bleſſed be my rock, and 
let the God of my ſalvation be exalted. Thy benig- 
nity is better than life, therefore my lips ſhall praile 
thce.“ 

I have all things in poſſeſſing thee; I find no want, 
no emptineſs within; my wiſhes are anſwered, and all 
my defires appealed, when I believe my title to thy 
favour fecure, Whatever tempeſts ariſe, whatever 
darkneſs ſurrounds me, yet thou art my God ; I cry, 
and the ſtorms are appeaſed, and the darkne's vaniſhes. 
I find my expectations from the world diſappointed, my 
friends falſe, and human dependance vain; but (till 
thou art my God, my unfailing confidence, my rock, 
my everlaſting inheritance. Death and hell level their 
darts againſt me; but with a heavenly tranquility I cry, 
© Thou art my God: I dwell on high: my place ot 
defence is the munition of rocks.” 


My hiding place, my refuge, tow'r, 
And ſhieid art thou, O Lord: 

I firmly anchor all my hopes 

On thy. unerring word, 
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While thou art mine, what can I fear ? Can Omni- 
potence be vanquiſhed ? Can almighty ſtrength be op- 
poſed ? When it can, then, and not till then, ſhall I 
want ſecurity ; then, and not till then, ſhall my confi- 
dence be ſhaken, and my hopes contounded. 

Thou art my God. Let me again repeat the glo- 
rious accents, and hear the pleaſurable ſounds ; let me 
a thouſand and a thouſand times repeat it; it is rapture 
all, and harmony: the harps of angels and their 
tongues, what notes more melodious could they ſing 
or play? What but theſe tranſporting words give the 
emphaſis to all their joys? On this they dwell, it is 
their eternal theme, Thou art my God. Like me, every 
ſcraph boaſts the glorious property, and owes his hap- 
pinels to thoſe important words: in them unbounded 
joys are comprehended. Paradiſe itſelf, all heaven is 
here deſcribed ; all that is poſſible to be uttered of ce- 
leſtial bleſſedneſs is here contained. 


My God, my all-ſufficient good, 
My portion and my choice; 
In thee my vaſt deſires are fill'd, 
And all my powers rejoice. 


My God, my triumph, and my glory, let others 
boalt of what they will, and pride themſelves in hu- 
man ſecurities ; let them place their confidence in their 
wealth, their honour, and their numerous friends; I 
—_— all earthly dependence, and glory only in my 
20d, 


From him alone my joys ſhall riſe, 
And run cternal rounds; 

Beyond the limits of the ſkies, 
And all created bounds. 


When death ſhall remore all other ſupports, and 
torce me to quit my title to the deareſt names below, 
in my God I ſhall have an unchangeable property: 


that engagement ſhall remain firm, when I ſhall loſe 


wy 


— —äZüÄ2— — — 
— 


— — 
— — 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


74 DEVOUT EXERCISES 

my hold of all other enjoyments; when all human 
things vaniſh with an everlaſting flight, I ſhall bid 
them a joytu] adieu, and breathe out my toul with this 
triumphant exclamation, Thou art my God, my inheri- 


_ tance, my eternal poſſeſſion: nor death, nor hell ſhall 


ever ſeparate me from thy love. 

Thou art my God. Let me ſurvey the extent of my 
bleſſedneſs : let me take a protpett of my valt poſſeſſion: 
let me conſider its dimenſions: O height! O depth! 
O length and breadth immeaſurable; I have all that 
is worth poſſeſſing. Thou art my God. 

But what have I uttered ? Is mortality permitted to 
ſpeak theſe daring words ? Can the race of man make 
ſuch glorious pretenſions? Thou thyſelf canſt give no 
more: thou that art thy own happineſs, and the ſpring 
of joy to all thy creatures; with thee are the fountains 
of pleaſure, and in thy preſence is fulneſs of joy; 
immortal life and happineſs flow from thee, and they 
are neceſſarily bleſſed who are ſurrounded with thy 
favour, thou art their God, and thou art my God, to 


everlaſting ages. 


Earth flies, with all the charms it has in ſtore 

Its ſnares and gay temptations are no more, 

Creatures no more of cntity can boaſt, 

The ſtreams, the hills and tow'ring groves are loſt, 

The ſun, the ſtars, and the fair fields of light 

Withdraw, and now are baniſhed from my light, 
And God is all in all, | 


XII. Confeſſion of Sin, with Hope of Pardon, 


BREAK, break, inſenſthle heart! let confuſion cover 

me, and daiknels, black as my own guilt, ſurround 
me. Lord, what a mon{er am I become! How hate- 
ful to mylelf for offending thee! how much more de- 
teſtable to thee, to thee againſt whom I have offended ! 
Why have I provoked the God on whom my being 


every moment depends; the God, who out of nothing 
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advanced to me a reaſonable and immortal nature, and 
put me in a capacity of being happy for ever; the God 
whole goodneſs has run parallel with my life; who has 
prelerved me in a thoutand dangers, and Kept me even 
trom the ruin I courted, and even while I repined at 
the providence that ſaved me ? 

How oſten has he recovered me from eternal miſery, 
and brought me back from the very borders ot neil, 
when there was but a dying groan, but one taint ſigh 
between me and everlaſting perdition ! When all human 
nelp failed, and my mourntul friends were taking their 
Jait farewels; when every {ſmiling hope forſouk me, and 
the horrors of death turrounded me, to God I cried 
from the depths of miſery and deſpair ; I cried, and he 
was intreated, and reſcued my life from deſtruction; 
he brought me out of the miry clay, and ſet my 
feet upon a rock.“ A thouland inſtances of thy good- 
nels cou} I recount, and all to my own confuſion. 

Could I conſider thee as my enemy, I might forgive 
myſelf; but when I conſider thee as my belt triend, my 
tender father, the ſuſtainer of my lite, and author of 
my happinels, good God! what a monſtrous thing do I 
appear, who have ſinned againit thee ! Could I ctiarge 
thee with leverity, or call thy laws rigorous and unjuit, 
I had ſome excuic ; but I am filenced there by the con- 
viction of wy dn realon, which aflents to all thy pre- 
cepty as juſt and holy. But, to heighten my guilt, I 
have violated the ſacred rules I approve; I have pro- 
voked the juſtice I tear, and I have offended the purity 
I adore. 

Yet ſtiil there are higher aggravations of my ini- 
quity: and what gives me the utmott contunion is, 
that I have finned againſt unbounded love and good- 
nels. Horrid ingratitude! Here lies the emphalis of 
my folly and mitery ; the ſenle of this torments me, 
can I not lay, as much as the dread of hell, or the fears 
of loſing heaven? Thy love and tender compaſſion, the 
late pleaſing ſubjects of my thoughts, are on this ac- 
count become my terror. The titles of an enemy and a 
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judge ſcarce ſound more painful to my ears, than thoſe 
of a friend and a benefactor, which fo ſhamefully en- 
hance my guilt : thoſe ſacred names confound and ter- 
rify my ſoul, becauſe they furniſh my conſcience with 
the moſt exquiſite reproaches. The thoughts of ſuch 
goodnels abuſed, and ſuch clemency affronted, ſeem to 
me almoſt as inſupportable as thoſe of thy wrath 
and ſeverity.—O whither ſhall I turn? I dare not look 
upward, the ſun and ftars upbraid me there. If I 
look downward, the fields and mountains take their 
Creator's part, and heaven and earth conſpire to aggra- 
vate my fins. Thoſe common bleſſings tell me how 
much I am indebted to thy bounty; but, Lord, when 
I recall thy particular tavours, I am utterly con- 
founded. What numerous inſtances could I recount ! 
Nor has my rebellion yet ſhut up the fountain of thy 
grace: for yet I breathe, and yet I live, and live to 
implore a pardon : Heaven is ſtill open, and the throne 
of God is acceſſible. But, oh! with what confidence 
can I approach it; what motives can I urge, but ſuch 
as carry my own condemnation in them ? 

Shall T urge thy former pity and — * This 
were to plead againſt myſelf: and yet thy clemency, 
that clemency which I have abuſed, is the beſt argu- 
ment I can bring; thy grace and clemency, as revealed 
in Jeſus, the Son of thy love, the blefled Reconciler of 
God and Man. 

O whither has my folly reduced me? With what 
words ſhall I chooſe to addreſs thee ? © Pardon my ini- 
quity, O Lord, for it is great.“ Surpriſing argument! 
yet this will magnify thy goodneſs, and yield me an 
eternal theme to praile thee : it will add an emphaſis to 
all my grateful ſongs, and tune my harp to everlaſting 
harmony. The ranſomed of the Lord ſhall join with 
me, while this glorious inſtance of thy grace excites 
their wonder, and my unbounded gratitude : thus ſhall 
thy glory be exalted. 

O Lord God, permit a poor worthleſs creature to 


plead a little with thee. What honour will my de- 
ſtruction 
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truction bring thee? what profit, what triumph to the 
Almighty will my perdition be? Mercy is thy bright. 
elt attribute; this gives thee all thy lovelineſs, and 
completes thy beauty. By names of kindneſs and in- 
dulgence thou haſt choſen to reveal thyſelt to men; by 
titles of the moſt tender import thou haſt made thyſelf 
known to my lou]: titles which thou doſt not yet diſ- 
dain, but art (till compaſſionate, and ready to pardon. 

But that thou haſt or will forgive me, O my God! 
2ggravates my guilt, And wilt thou indeed forgive 
me? Wilt thou remit the gloomy ſcore, and reſtore the 
privilege I have forfeited > Wondrous love! aſtoniſhing 
benignity! let me never live to repeat my ingratitude ; 
let me never live to break my penitent vows ; let me 
die ere that unhappy moment arrive. 


XIII. The Abſence of God on Earth. 


WHAT is hell, what is damnation, but an exclu- 

ſion from thy preſence? *Tis the want of that 
which gives the regions of darkneſs all their horror. 
What is heaven, what are the ſatisfactions of angels, 
but the views of thy glory? What but thy ſmiles and 
complacence are the ſprings of their immortal tranſ- 
ports ? 

Without the light of thy countenance, what privi- 
vilege is my being? what canſt thou thyſelf give me to 
countervail the infinite loſs? Could the riches, the 
empty glories, and infipid plealures of the world re- 
compence me for it? Ah! no: not all the variety of 
the creation could ſatisfy me while I am deprived of 
thee. Let the ambitious, the licentious, and covetous, 
ſhare theſe trifles among themſelves : they are no amuſe- 
ment for my dejected thoughts. 

There was a time (but ah! that happy time is paſt, 
thoſe bliſsful minutes gone) when, with a modeſt aſſu- 
rance, I could call thee my Father, my almighty 
friend, my defence, my hope, and my exceeding great 
reward ;* But thole glorious advantages are loſt, thoſe 
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raviſhing proſpe&s withdrawn, and to my trembling 
ſoul thou doſt no more appear but as a conſuming fire, 
an inacceſſible majeſty, my ſevere judge, and my omni- 
potent adverſary ; and who ſhall deliver me out of thy 
hands ? where ſhall I find a ſhelter from thy wrath ? 
what ſhades can cover me from thy all- ſeeing eye? 


One glance from thee, one piercing ray, 
Would kindle darkneſs into day : 

The veil of night is no diſguiſe 

Nor ſcreen from thy all-ſearching eyes: 
Thro' midnight ſhades thou find'ſt thy way, 
As in the blazing noon of day. 


© But will the Lord caſt off for ever? Will he be 
favourable no more? Has God indeed forgotten to be 
gracious?'“ Will he ſhut out my prayer for ever, and 
muſt I never behold my Maker? Muſt I never mect 
thoſe ſmiles that fill the heavenly inhabitants with un- 
utterable joys ; thoſe ſmiles which enlighten the celeſ- 
tial region, and make everlaſting day above? In vain 
then have theſe wretched eyes beheid the light; in vain 
am I endued with reaſonable faculties and immortal 
principles: Alas! what will they prove but everlaſting 
curſes, it I muſt never ſee the face of God? 


Is it a dream, or do I hear 

The voice that ſo delights my ear? 

Lo, he o'er hills his ſteps extends, 

And, bounding from the clifts, deſcends: 
Now like a roe outſtrips the wind, 

And leaves the panting hart behind. 


© I have waited for thee as they that wait for the 
morning, and thy returns are more welcome than the 
ſpringing day light after the horrors of a melancholy 
night; more welcome than eaſe to the ſick, than water 
to the thirſty, or reſt to the weary traveller. How un- 
done was I without thee? In vain, while thou wert 
abſent, the world hath tried to entertain me : _ 
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could offer was like jeſts to a dying man, or like recre- 
ations to the damned. On thy favour alone my tran- 
quility depends : deprived of that, I ſhould figh for 
happineſs in the midſt of a paradiſe: thy loving- 
kindneſs is better than life.” And if a taſte of thy 
love be thus tranſporting, what ecſtaſies ſhall I know 
when I drink my fill of the ftreams of bliſs that flow 
from thy right hand for ever! But when 


When ſhall this happy day of viſion be! 
When ſhall I make a near approach to thee, 

Be loſt in love, and wrapt in extaſy ? 

Oh! when ſhall I behold thee all ſerene 

Without this envious cloudy veil between ? 

Tis true, the ſacred elements “ impart ; 

Thy virtu2l preſence to my faithful heart: 
But to my ſenſe ſtill unreveal'd thou art. 

This, tho” a great, is an imperfett bliſs, 

To ſee a ſhadow for the God I wiſh : 

My ſoul a more exalted pitch would fly, 

And view thee in the heights of majeſty, 


XIV. Baniſhment from God for ever. 


6 DART from me, ye curſed!* Oh! let me 

never hear thy voice pronounce thoſe dreadful 
words, With what terror would that ſentence pierce 
my heart, while it thunders in my ears! Oh! rather 
ſpeak me into my primitive nothing, and with one 
tent word finiſh my exiſtence, To be ſeparated from 
thee, and curſed with immortality, who can ſuſtain the 
intolerable doom ? 

O dreadful ſtate of black deſpair, 
To ſce my God remove, 


And fix my doleful ſtation where 
I muſt not taſte his love 


nor view the light of thy countenance for ever. Unut- 
terable woe! there is no hell beyond it. Separation 
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from God is the depth of miſery. Blackneſs of dark. 
neſs, and eternal night, muſt neceſlarily involve a ſoul 
excluded from thy prelence. What life, what joy, 
what hope is to be found where thou art not? I want 
words to paint my thoughts of that dilinal ſtate, Oh! 
let me never be relerved tor the dreadful experience ? 
rather let looſe thy wrath, and in a*moment reduce me 
into nothing. 

& Depart from thee!* Oh! whither ſhould I go 
from thee? „Into utter darkneſs?” That makes no 
addition at all to the wretch's miſery that is baniſhed 
from thy face. After that fearful doom I ſhould, 
without conſtraint, ſeek out ſhades as dark as hell, 
being moſt agreeable to my own deſpair, and in the 
horrors of eternal night bewail the infinite loſs, 

The remembrance of that loſt happineſs would render 
celeſtial day inſufferable. The light of paradiſe could 
not cheer me without thy favour; the ſongs of angels 
would but heighten my anguiſh, and torment eme with 
a ſcene of bliſs which I muit never taſte. The fight of 
thy favourites, and the glories of thy court, would but 
excite my envy, and fill me with madneſs, while I 
contidered myſelf the object of thine eternal indigna- 
tion: nor could all the harmony of heaven allay the 
horror ot that reflection. 

The groans of the damned, and the darkneſs of the 
infernal caverns, would better ſuit my grief. There, 
to the cries of tormented ghoſts, 1 to the ſound ot 
eternal tempeſts, I might join my wild complaints, 
and lainent the loſs of infinite Bliſs, and curſe my own 
folly. But all the plagues below, if I might ſpeak 
my preſent thoughts, ſhould not extort a blaiphemous 
reflect ion on the divine attributes; for I know I de- 
ſerve eternal miſery, and even in hell I think I ſhould 
confeſs thy juſtice. Thy long experienced clemency, 
Jam ſure, ought to ſilence my reproaches for ever, 
and to all eternity leave thee unblemiſhed with the im- 
putation of cruelty. 

But, Oh! what agonies would the remembrance of 
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thy former favours excite? what exquiſite remorſe 
would it give me to recal thoſe happy moments when 
thou didſt bleſs my retired devotions with thy preſence? 
After I had reliſhed thole divine entertainments, how 
bitter would the dregs of thy wrath be? Whither 
would thy frown fink me, atter I have enjoyed the 
light of thy countenance ? | 

If I muſt loſe thy favour, Oh! let me forget what 
that word imports, and blot for ever from my remem- 
brance the joys that a ſenſe of thy love has excited: let 
no traces of thoſe ſacred tranſports be left on my ſoul. 

But muſt I depart from thee into everlaſting fire? 
Double and dreadful curſe; and yet unquenchable 
flames, and infernal chains, (if I can judge in this lite 
of ſuch awful futurities) would be lets terrible than the 
ſenſe of thoſe loſt joys. That loſs would endure no 
reflection; the review would be for ever inlufferable ; 
the ages of eternity could not diminiſh the exquiſite 
regret; ſtill it would excite new and unutterable an- 
guiſh, and rack me with infinite deſpair. 

Bleſſed God, pity the ſoul whoſe extremeſt horror 
is the doom of an eternal departure from thee. Draw 
my ſpirit into the holieſt and the neareſt union with 
thyſelf that is poſſible, while it dwells in this fleſh; 
and let me here commence that delightful reſidence and 
converis with God, which neither death nor judgment 
ſhall ever deftroy, nor ſhall a long eternity ever put a 
period to it, 


XV. The Glory of God in his Works of Creation, Pro- 
vidence, and Redemption. 


MY being immediately flows from thee, and ſhould 
I not praiſe my omnipqtent Maker? I received 
the laſt breath I drew from thee, thou doſt ſuſtain my 
life this very moment, and the next depends entirely 
on thy pleaſure. *Tis the dignity of my nature to 
know, and my happineſs to praiſe and adore my great 
Original, But, oh! thou Supreme of all things, how 
art 
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art thou to be extolled by mortal man! I fay. to 
Corruption, Thou art my father, and to the Worms, 
Yeare my brethren, My days are as an hand's-breadth, 
and my lite is nothing before thee; and thou art the 
lame, and thy years never fail. From everlaſting to 
everlaſting thou art God;' the incomprehenhble, the 
immutable Divinity, The language of paradiſe, and 
the ſtrains of celeſtial eloquence, tail ſhort of thy per- 
fections: the firſt-born ſons of light lote themſelves in 
bliſsful aſtoniſhment in ſearch of thy excellences; even 
they with ſilent ecſtaly, adore thee, while thou. art 
veilcd with ineffable ſplendour. 


The bright, the bleſs'd Divinity is known, 
And comprehended by himſelf alone. 


Who can conceive the extent of that power, which out 

of nothing brought materials for a riſing world, and 

from a. gloomy chaos. bid the harmonious univertc 

A On fo 
Confuſion heard thy voice, and wild Uproar 
Stood rul'd;-ſtood vaſt infinity confined. 


At thy word the pillars of the ſky were fram'd, and 
its beauteous arches raiſed ; thy breath kindled the 
ſtars, adorned the moon with filver rays; and gave the 
ſun its flaming ſplendour.” Thou didit prepare for the 
waters their capatious bed, and by thy power ſa 
bounds to the raging biltows : by thee the vallies were 
cloathed in their 2 pride, and the mountains 


crowned with groves. In all the wonderful effects ot 


nature we adore and confeſs thy power; thou utterelt 
thy voice in thunder, and doſt ſcatter thy lightning 
abroad: thou rideſt on the wings of the wind, the 
mountains ſmoke, and the foreſts tremble at thy ap- 
proach; the ſummer and winter, the ſhady night and 
the bright revolutions of the day, are thine, 


Thele are thy glorious works, parent of good! 
Almighty; thine this univerſal frame: 
Thus wond'rous they! thyſelf bow wond'rous then! 


But 
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But O what muſt thy eſſential majeſty and beauty be, 
if thou art thus illuſtrious in thy works! If the diſco- 
veries of thy power and wiſdom are thus delightful, how 
tranſporting are the manifeſtations of thy goodneſs ? 
From thee every thing that lives receives its breath, and 
by thee are all vpield in life. Thy providence reaches 
the leaſt inſet: for thou art good, and thy care ex- 
tends to all thy works. Thou feedeſt the ravens, and 
doſt provide the young lions their prey: thou ſcattereſt 
thy bleſſings with a liberal hand on thy whole creation; 
man, ungratetul man, largely partakes thy bounty. 
Thou cauſeſt the rain to detcend, and makeſt thy ſun 
to ſhine on the evil, and unthankful: „for thou art 
good, and thy mercy endurcth for ever.“ 

As the Creator and Preſerver of men, thou art glori- 
oully manifeſt ; but, oh! how much more glor iouſly art 
thou revealed, as reconciling ungrateful enemies to thy- 
{elf by the blood of thy eternal Son! Here thy bene- 
ficence diſplays its brighteſt ſplendour; here thou doſt 
fully diſcover thy molt magnificent titles, The Lorp, 
tte Lord Gob, merciful and gracious, long-ſuffering, 
and abundant in goodne's! * How unlearchable are thy 
ways, and thy paths palt finding out: Infinite depths 
ot love, never to be expretled by human language! And 
vet, ſhould man be filent, the ſtones themlelves would 
peak, and the mute creation find a voice to upbraid his 
ungratetul folly. 


XVI. Longing for the coming of Chriſt. 
COME, Lord ſeſus, come quickly: Oh! come, leſt 


my expectations taint, leſt I grow weary, and mur- 
mur at thy long delay. I am tired with theſe vani- 
ties, and the world grows every day more, unentertain- 
ing and inſipid; it has now loft its charms, and finds 
my heart iniceniible to all its allutements. With cold- 
els and contempt I view theſe tranſitory glories : in- 
picd with nobler proſpects; and vaſter expectations, 

of 
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by faith I ſee the 8 land, and every day brings 
me nearer the poſſeſſion of my heavenly inheritance, 
Then ſhall I ſee God and live, and face to face behold 
my triumphant Redeemer: 


And in his favour find immortal light, 

Ye hours, and days, cut ſhort your tedious flight, 
Ye months and years (if ſuch allotted be 

In this deteſted, barren world for me) 

With haſty reſolution roll along; 

I languiſh with impatience to be gone, 


I have nothing here to linger for; my hopes, my reſt, 
my treaſure, and my joys are all above; my foul taints 
for the courts of the Lord in a dry and thirſty land, 
where there is no refreſhment. 

How long * ſhall I dwell in Meſhech, and ſojourn 
in the tents of Kedar?* When will the weariſome 
journey of life be finiſhed ? when ſhall I reach my ever- 
laſting home, and arrive at my celeſtial country? My 
heart, my wiſhes, are already there! 1 have no engage- 
ment to delay my farewel, nothing to detain me hete ; 
but wander an unacquainted pilgrim, a ſtranger, and 
deſolate, far from my native regions. 

My friends are gone before, and are now triumphing 
in the ſkies, ſecure of the conqueſt, p oſſeſſed of the re- 
wards of victory. They ſurvey the field of battle, and 
look back with pleaſure on the diſtant danger: deat! 
and hell, for ever vanquiſhed, leave them in the poflel- 
lion of endleſs tranquility and joy; while I, beſet with 
a thouſand ſnares, and tired with continual toil, un- 
ſteadily maintain the field, till active faith Reps in, al- 
ſures me of the conqueſt, and ſhews me the immortal 
crown! *Tis faith tells me, that © light is ſown tor 
the righteous, and gladneſs for the upright in heart: 
it aſſures me that my Redeemer lives, and that he 
ſhall ſtand at the laſt day on the earth. And though 
after my ſkin worms deſtroy this body, yet in my fleſh 
ſhall T fee God: whom I ſhall ſee for myſelt, and not 
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another; and theſe eyes ſhall behold, though my reins 
be conſumed within me. Amen, even ſo come, Lord 
Jeſus.” This muſt be the language of my ſoul till 
thou doſt appear, and theſe my impatient breathings 
after thee, "Till I fee thy ſalvation, my heart and my 
fleſh will pine for the living God. | 

Grant me, O Lord, to fulfil, as an hireling, my 
day ;* ſhorten the ſpace, and let it be full of action. 
'Tis of ſmall importance how few there are of theſe 
little circles of days and hours, ſo they are but well 
niled up with devotion, and with all proper duty. 


XVII. Seeking after an abſent God. 


On! let not the Lord be angry, and I, who am but 
dnſt, will ſpeak. Why doſt thou withdraw thyſelf, 
and ſuffer me to purſue thee in vain? If I am ſur- 
rounded with thy immenſity, why am I thus inſenfible 
of thee? why do I not find thee, 1t thou art every where 
preſent? I ſeek thee in the temple, where thou haſt 
often met me; there I have ſeen the traces of thy ma- 
jeſty and beauty; but thoſe ſacred viſions bleſs my 
hoht no more, I ſeek thee in my ſecret retirements, 
where I have called upon thy name, and have often 
heard the whiſpers of thy voice; that celeſtial converſa- 
tion hath often reached and raptured my ſoul, but I am 
ſolaced no more with his divine condeſcenſiens. I 
lien, but I hear thoſe gentle founds no more; I pine 
and languiſh, but thou fleeſt me; till I wither in thy 
abſence, as a drooping plant for the reviving ſun. 

O when wilt thou ſcatter this melancholy darkneſs ? 
when ſhall the ſhadows flee before thee? when ſhall the 
cheerful glory of thy grace dawn upon my mind at thy 
approach? I ſhall revive at thy light; my vital ſpirits 
will confeſs thy preſence; grief — anxiety will vaniſh 
before thee, and immortal joys ſurround my ſoul. 

Where thou art preſent, heaven and happineſs en- 
ſue; hell and damnation fills the breaft where thou art 
avlent, While God 1 I am a 

wi 
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with darkneſs and deſpair; the ſun and ſtars ſhine with 
an uncomfortable luſtre ; the faces of my friends grow 
tireſome; the ſmiles of angels would fail to cheer my 
languiſhing ſpirit. I grow unacquainted with tran- 
quility; peace and joy are empty ſounds to me, and 
words without a meaning. 

Tell me not of glory and pleaſure, there are no ſuch 
things without my God; while he withdraws, what 
delight can theſe trifles afford? All that amuſes man- 
kind are but dreams of happineſs, ſhades, and fantaſ- 
tic appearances, What compenlation can they make 
for an infinite. good departed? All nature cannot re- 
pair my loſs: heaven and earth would offer their trea- 
fares in vain; not all the kingdoms of this worid, nor 
the thrones of archangels, could give me a recompenſe 
for an abſent God. 

O where can my grief find redreſs! whence can I 
draw fatisfattion, when the fountain of joy ſeals up its 
itreams? My forrows are hopcleis till he return; with- 
out him my night will never lee a dawn, but extend to 
everlaſting darkneſs: content and joy will be eternal 
ſtrangers to my breaſt. Had I all things within the 
compals of creation to delight me, his frowns would 
blatt the whole enjoyment: unreconciled to God, my 
foul would be for ever at variance with itſelf. 

Even now, while I believe thy glory hid from me 
but with a tranſient ecliple, while I wait for thy return 
as for the dawning day, my ſoul ſuffers inexpreſſible 
agonies at the delay; the minutes ſeem to linger, and 
days are lengthened into ages; but, Lord, what keener 
anguiſh ſhould I feel, did I think thy prelence had to- 
taily forſaken me; did I imagine thy glory ſhouid no 
more ariſe on my foul! My ipirits fail at the ſuppoſi- 
tion: I cannot tace the dreadiul apprehenſions of my 
God for ever gone. Is it not hell in its moſt ho rid 
proſpect, eternal darkneſs, and the undying worm, in- 
finite ruin, and irreparable damage? Compared to this, 
what were all the plagues thit earth could threaten, or 
hell invent? What is diſgrace, and poverty, and pain? 

wat 
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what is all that mortals fear, real or imaginary evils? 
they are nothing compared to the terrors which the 
thought of loſing my God excites. 

O thou, who art my boundleſs treaſure, my infinite 
delight, my all, my ineffable portion, can I part with 
thee? I may fee without light, and breathe without 
air, ſooner than be bleſſed without my God. Happi- 
nels ſeparate from thee were a contradiction, an im- 
poſſibility (it I dare ſpeak it) to Omnipotence itſelf, 
I teel a flame which the moſt glorious creation could 
not ſatisfy, an emptineſs which nothing but infinite 
love could fill, I muſt find thee, or weary myſelf in an 
eternal purſuit, Nothing ſhall divert me in the endleſs 
ſearch, no obſtacle thail tright me back, no allurement 
with-hold me, nothing ſhall flatter or relieve my impa- 
tience; my bliſs, my heaven, my all depends on the 
ſucceſs. Shew me where thou art, O my God, conduct 


me into thy preſence, and let my love confine me there 
tor ever, 


XVIII. Appeals to God concerning the Supremacy of 


Love to Him. 


O God, when I ceaſe to love and praiſe thee, let me 

ccale to breathe and live; when I forget thee, let 
me forget the name of my happineſs, and let every 
pleaſing idea be razed from my memory. When thou 
art not my ſupreme delight, let all things elſe deceive 
me; let me grow unacquainted with peace, and ſeek re- 
pole in vain: let deluhons mock my gayeſt hopes; let 
my defires find no fatisfattion till they are terminated 
all in thee, When ] forget the latisfactions of thy love, 
O my God! let pleaiure be a ftranger to my foul; 
when I prefer not that to my chiefeſt joy, let me be in- 
ſenſible of all delight; when thy benignity is not dearer 
to me than lite, let that lite become my burden and my 
ain, 
i Search the inmoſt receſſes of my heart, and if thou 
findeſt any competitor there, remove the darling vanity, 
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and blot every name but thine from my breaſt. Let 
me find nothing but emptineſs in the creature, when 
I forſake the all- ſufficient Creator: let the ſtreams be 
cut off, when I wander away and abandon the foun- 
tain, Let me be deſtitute oft aſſiſtance, when I ceaſe 
to rely on thee: let my lips be for ever ſilent, when 
they refuſe to acknowledge thy benefits, and make not 
thee the ſubje& of their higher praiſe. Let no joyful 
ſtrain enter at my ears, when thy name is not the moſt 
delightful ſound they can convey to my heart, 

I have been pronouncing heavy curſes on myſelf, if 
thy love be not my chief bleſſing; yet, O my deareſt 
good, my portion, and my only felicity, might I not 
go on farther till, and even venture immortal joys on 
the ſincerity of my love to thee? Bleſſed Lord, forgive 
theſe dangerous efforts of a mortal tongue, which are 
the mere out-breakings of a fervent affection. I could 
even dare to pledge all my hopes and pretenſions to 
future happineſs, (and O let not my heart deceive me!) 
T think I could riſk them all, if thou thyſelf art not 
the object of my brighteſt hopes, and the light of thy 
countenance the height of that expected happineſs. 

If I defire any thing in heaven, or on earth in com- 
pariſon of thee, I am almoſt ready to ſay, Baniſh me as 
an eternal exile from the light of paradiſe: even that 
paradiſe would be melancholy darkneſs without thee, 
and the obſcureſt corner of the creation, bleſſed with 
thy preſence, would be more agreeable. Oh! where 
could I be happy remote from thee ? what imaginable 
— could ſupply thy abience? Say, O my God, do 

not love thee ? 

Shall I call the holy angels to witneſs? ſhall T call 
heaven and earth to witnets? will not the moſt High 
God himſelf, the poſſeſſor of heaven and earth, con- 
Il to witneſs the ardour and ſincerity of my 
ove ? 

With what pleaſure do I refle&t on the obligations 
by which I have devoted mylclf to thee! My foul 
collects itlelf, and with an entire aſſent gives up all 

its 
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its powers to thee; I would bind myſelf unto thee 
beyond all the ties that mortals know. Ye miniſters 
of light, give me your flames, and teach me your ce- 
leſtial forms ; let all be noble and pathetic, and ſolemn 
as your own immortal vows, and I will joytully go 
through them all to bind myſelf to my God for ever. 
Say, now, ye heavens and earth, ſay, ye holy angels, 


and O thou, all-knowing God, ſay, do I not love thee? 


XIX. A devout Rapture; or, Love to God ineæpreſſible. 


THOU radiant ſun, thou moon, and all ye ſparkling 

ſtars, how gladly would I leave your pleaſant light 
to ſee the face of God! Ye cryſtal ſtreams, ye groves 
and flowery lawns, my innocent delights, how joyfully 
could I leave you to meet that bliſsful profpe&t! and 
you delightful faces of my friends, I would this mo- 
ment quit you all to ſee him whom my foul loves; fo 
loves, that I can find no words to expreſs the unutter- 
able ardour. Not as the miſer loves his wealth, nor 
the ambitious his grandeur ; not as the libertine loves 
his pleaſure, or the generous man his friend ; theſe are 
flat ſimilitudes to defcribe ſuch an intenſe paſſion as 
mine. Not as a man ſcorched in a fever longs for a 
cooling dravght ; not as a weary traveller withes for 
ſoft repoſe; my reſtleſs deſires admit of no equal com- 
pariſon from theſe, 

I love my friend; my vital breath and the light of 
heaven are dear to me; but ſhould I ſay I love my God 
as I love thee, I ſhould helie the ſ:icred flame which 
alpires to infinity, Tissthee, abſiratly thee, O un- 
created beauty! that I love; in thee my wiſhes are all 
terminated; in thee, as in their bliſsful centre, all my 
deſires meet, and there they mult be eternally fixed; it 
is thou alone that muſt conſtitute my everlaſting hap- 
pn, Were the harps of angels filent, there would 

e harmony for me in the whiſpers of thy love: were 
the fields of light darkened, thy ſmilzs would bleſs me 
with everlaſting day; the viſion of thy face will attract 
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my eyes, nor give me leiſure to waſte a look on other 
objects to all eternity, any farther than God is to be 
ſeen in his creatures. All their beams of grace, and 
joy, and glory, are derived from thee, the eternal Son, 
and will merit my attention no farther than they reflect 
thy image, or diſcover thy excellencies. 

Even at this diftance, encompaſſed with the ſhades of 
death, and the miſts of darkneſs; in theſe cold melan- 
choly regians, when a ray of thy love breaks in on my 
ſoul, when through the clouds I can trace but one feeble 
beam, even that obſcures all human glory, and gives 
me a contempt for whatever mortality can boaſt, What 
wonders then will the open viſion of thy face effect, 
when I ſhall enjoy it in ſo ſublime a degree, that the 
magnificence of the {kies will not draw my regard, nor 
the converſe of angels divert my thoughts from thee ? 
Thou wilt ingroſs my everlaſting attention; and I 
ſhould abound in felicity, if I had nothing to entertain 
me but immediate communion with the infinite Divinity. 

Mend thy pace, old lazy Time, and ſhake thy heavy 
ſands ; make ſhorter circles, ye rolling planets ; when 
will your deſtined courſes be fulfilled? Thou reſtleſs 
ſun, how long wilt thou travel the celeſtial road ? when 
will thy ſtarry walk be finiſhed ? when will the com- 
miſſioned angel arreſt thee in thy progreſs, and lifting 
up his hand, ſwear by the unutterable name, that time 
all be no more? O happy period! my impatient 
ſoul ſprings forward to ſalute thee, and leaves the lag- 
ging days, and months, and years, far behind. Haſte, 
my beloved, and be like a roc, or a young hart on the 
ſpicy mountains.“ 

I pine, I die for a fight of thy countenance: Oh! 
turn the veil aſide, blow away the ſeparating cloud, 
pull out the pins of this tabernacle, break the cords, 
and let fall the curtain of mortality: O let it interpoſe 
no longer between me and my perfect bliſs. I feel thoſe 
flames of divine love which are unextinguiſhable as the 
lights of heaven; nor death itſelf ſhall quench the fa- 
cred ardour. Ye. 
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Ve miniſters of light, ye guardians of the juſt, ſtand 
and witneſs to my vows; and in an humbled depend- 
ance on thy grace, O Jeſus, may I not venture to bid 
theſe thy flaming miniſters proteſt againſt me when I 
change my love, and ſtand my accuſers at the laſt judg- 
ment? When I prove falſe to thee, =_ I not venture 


to ſay to them all, Bring in your awful evidence, and 


proc my perjury ? 


For you have liſtened while the ſacred name 
That kindles in each heavenly breaſt a flame, 
You liſtened while it melted on my tongue, 
Flow'd from my lips, and grac'd the midnight ſong. 
Bleſs'd was the time, and ſweetly fled the hours, 
While holy love employ'd my nobleſt pow'rs; 
The heavens appear'd, and the propitious ſkies 
Unveil'd their inmoſt glories to my eyes. 

Oh, ſtay! I cry'd, ye happy moments ſtay, 
Nor in your flight ſnatch theſe delights away: 

I aſk no more the riſing ſun to view, 

To mortals and their hopes I bid adieu. 


Theſe heavens and this earth have been witneſs to 
my vows : the holy angels have been witneſſes, and all 
will join together to condemn me when I violate my 
faith. Strengthen and confirm it, O my Saviour, and 
make the bonds of it immortal. 

If I were only to reaſon upon this ſubject, I might 
ſay, What motive could earth, what could hell, what 
could heaven itſelf propoſe to tempt my ſoul to change 
its love? what could they lay in the balance againſt an 
infinite good ? what could be thrown in as a ſtake 
againſt the favour of God? Aſk the happy ſouls who 
knew what the light of his countenance imports, who 
drink in joy and immortality from his ſmiles ; atk them 
what value they ſet on their enjoyments? aſk them 
what in heaven or earth ſhould purchaſe one moment's 
interval of their bliſs? aſk ſome radiant ſeraph, amidſt 
the fervency of his raptures, at what price he values 


his happineſs? and when theſe have named the pur- 
| : chaſe, 
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chaſe, earth and hell may try to balance mine. Let 
them ſpread the baits that tempt deluded men to ruin; 
let riches, honour, beauty, and bewitching pleaſure ap- 
pear in all their charms, the ſenſuality of the prelent 
and paſt ages, the Perſian delicacy, and the Roman 
pride; let then uncover the golden mines, and dilclole 
the ruby ſparkling in its bed; let them open the veins 
of fapphire, and ſhew the diamond glittering in its 
rock ; let them all be thrown into the balance; alas! 
their weight is too little, and too light.— Let the page- 
antries of ſtate be added, imperial titles, and the en- 
ſigns of majeſty; put in all hat boundleis vanity ima- 
gines, or wild ambition craves, crowns and ſceptres, 
regal veſtments and golden thrones---the ſcales till 
mount. "Throw in the world entire--"tis unſubſtantial, 
and light as airy vanity. 

Are theſe thy higheſt boaſts, O deluding world ?— 
Ye miniſters of darkneſs, have you nothing elle to of- 
fer? are theſe vour utmoſt propoſals? are thele a com- 
penſation for the favour of God? Alas! that bound. 
leſs word has a meaning which outweighs them all: 
infinite delight, inconceivable joy, are expreſled in it; 
the light of his countenance ſignifies more than angels 
can deſcribe, or mortality imagine: and ſhall T quit 
all that an everlaſting heaven means for empty ſhadows? 

Go, ye baffled tempters, go offer your toys to mad- 
men and fools: they all vaniſh under my ſcorn, and 
cannot yield ſo much as an amulement to my alpiring 
thoughts. The ſun, in all its ſpacious circuit, be- 
holds nothing to tempt my wiſhes. Theſe winding 
ſkies, in all their dee round, contain nothing equal 
to my deſires; my ambition has far different ends, and 
other proſpects in view: nothing below the joys of 
angels can ſatisfy me. 

Let me explore the words of life and beauty, and 
find a path to the dazzling receſſes of the Moſt High; 
let me drink at the fountain-head of pleaſure, and de- 
rive all that T want from original and uncreated ful- 
nels and felicity. Ok! 
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Oh, divine love! let me launch out into thy plea- 
furable depths, and be ſwallowed up of thee: let me 
plunge at once in immortal joy, and loſe myſelf in the 
infinite ocean of happineſs. 
Till then I pine for my celeſtial country; till then 
I murmur to the winds and ftreams, and tell the ſolitary 
ſhades my grief. The groves are conſcious to my 
complaints, and the moon and ſtars liſten to my ſighs. 
By their filent lights I talk over my heavenly concerns, 
and give a vent to my divine affections in mortal lan- 
guage; then looking upward, I grow impatient to 
reach that milky-way, the ſeat of joy and immortality. 


Come love, come life, and that bleſs'd day 
For which I languiſh, come away ; 

When this dry ſoul theſe eyes ſhall ſee, 
And drink the unſeal'd ſource of Thee. 


O come, I cry, thou whom my ſoul loveth! I would 
go on, but want expreſſion, and vainly ſtruggle with 
the unutterable thought. 

Tell me, ye ſons of light, who feel the force of the 
celeſtial fires, in what language you paint their vio- 
lence? Or do the tongues of ſeraphs faulter ? Does 
the language of paradiſe want emphaſis here, and im- 
mortal eloquence fail? Surely your happineſs is more 
perfect than all your deſcriptions of it : heaven echoes 
to your charming notes, as far as they reach, while 
divine love, which is all your ſong, is infinite, and 
knows no limits of degree or duration. 

Yet I would ſay, Some gentle ſpirit, come and in- 
ſtruct me in your art; lend me a golden harp, and 
guide the ſacred flight; let me imitate your devout 
ſtrain; let me copy out your harmony; and then 


Some of the faireſt choir above 
Shall flock around my ſong, 

With joy to hear the name they love 
Sound from a mortal tongue. 


Bleſſed 
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Bleſſed and immortal creatures, I long to join with 
you in your celeſtial ſtyle of adoration and love, I long 
to learn your ecſtaſies of worſhip and joy, in a language 
which mortals cannot pronounce, and to ſpeak the 
divine paſſion of my ſoul in words which are now un- 
ſpeakable, 


XX. Self-Reproof for Inactiwily. 


TP it poſſible that I ſhould one day be rapt almoſt into 

the third-heavens, and, ere a few weeks have pal- 
ſed over me, I ſhould find mylelf creeping among the 
inſets of the earth, and almoſt as meanly buſted as 
they? Can divine love, which exalted me lately into 
flaming tranſports, ſo far ſubſide and grow cool within 
me? Canit leave me ſo inactive as I now feel mylelt? 
What ſhall I do to ſhame my conſcience with reproaches, 
and renew the flame of religious zeal and vigour ? 

Alas! how does the activity of men about the little 
affairs of human life condemn my negligence in matters 
of everlaſting conſequence! Does the fond lover with 
ſuch anxiety and impatience purſue the object of his 
wiſhes; and ſhall not divine beauty and infinite love- 
lineſs enflame my deſires to a nobler height, and excite 
my languiſhing devotion ? 

Are the ambitious fo reſtleſs and ſolicitous to make 
themſelves great, and to purchale the veneration of 
fools? do they lay ſuch mighty projects, and compaſs 
their dehgns with ſuch pain and difhculty for mere 
pageantry and gaudy trifles; and ſhall I, who am a 
candidate for heaven, a probationer for celeſtial dignity, 
loſe my title for want of diligence? ſhall I faint in the 
noble (trite, when God and angels are ready to aſſiſt 
me, and every moment's toil will be recompenſed with 
eternal ages of reſt and triumph? 

See, lee, the moments fly, the labour ſhortens, and 
the immenſe reward draws near; the palm of victory, 
the ſtarry crown, are in view; the happy realms and 
fields of light entertain me with their glorious proſpect. 

Rouſe 


a AS. Mr. Set 


OF THE HEART, 95 
Rouſe thee, my ſoul, to the moſt active purſuit of thoſe 
felicities; waken all thy ſprightly powers; and let it 
never, never be thy reproach, that the vigour and in- 
tenſeneſs of thy labours fall ſhort of the pretenſions of 
thy deſires; or that thy holy induſtry ſhould fink fo far 
below the fervour of thoſe affections, which, in a de- 
yout hour, thou haſt pronounced znexpreſſible. 

O Lord, what a mutable thing is man! what frailty 
works in this fleſh and blood, and hangs heavy upon 
our better powers! Tis grace, divine grace alone 
can keep alive that immortal ſpark within us, which 
came firſt from heaven, and firſt taught our hearts to 
ariſe and ſpring upward, Preſerve and complete thy 
own work, almighty Grace. 


XXI. A joyful View of approaching Death. 


Death, where is thy ſting? where is thy boaſted 
victory? The conqueſt is mine; I ſhall pals in 
triumph through thy dark dominions; and through 
the grace of the Son of God, my divine leader, I ſhall 
appear there, not a captive, but a conquergr. 
O king of terrors, where are thy form#hble looks? 
I can fee nothing dreadful in thy aſpect: thou ap- 
peareſt with no tokens of defiance, nor doſt thou come 
with {ſummons from a ſevere judge, but gentle invita- 
tions from my bleſſed Redeemer, who has paſſed glori- 
ouſly through thy territorics in his way to his throne, 
Thrice welcome, thou kind meſſenger of my liberty 
and happineſs! a thouſand times more welcome than 
jubilee to the wretched ſlave, than pardon to a condemn- 
ed malefaftor. I am going from darkneſs and confine- 
ment to immenſe light and perfect liberty; from theſe 
tempeſtuous regions to the ſoft and peaceful climes 
above; from pain and grief to everlaſting eaſe and 
tranquility. For the toils of virtue, I ſhall immedi- 
ately receive its vaſt rewards; for the reproach of 
fools, the honour and applauſe of angels. In a few 
winutes I ſhall be higher than yonder ſtars, and ** 
ar 
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far than they. I ſhall range the boundleſs zther, and 
breathe the balmy air of paradiſe. I ſhall preſently be. 
hold my glorious Maker, and fing hallelujahs to my 
exalted Saviour. 

And now come, ye bright guardians of the juſt, con- 
duct me through the unknown and tractleſs æther, for 
you paſs and repaſs the celeſtial road continually; you 
have commiſſion not to leave me till I arrive at Mount 
Sion, the heavenly Jeruſalem, the city of the living 
God; till I come to the innumerable company of an- 
gels, and the ſpirits of juſt men made perleck 

Hold out, faith and patience; it is but a little while, 
and your work will be at an end; but a few moments, 
and theſe ſighs and groans ſhall be converted into ever- 
laſting hallelujahs; but a few weary iteps, and the 
journey of life will be finiſhed. One effort more, and 
[ ſhall have gained the top of the everlaſting hills, and 
from yonder bright ſummit ſhall preſently look on the 
dangers I have eſcaped in my travels through the wilder- 
neſs. | 

Roll faſter on, ye lingering minutes ; the nearer my 
Joys, the more impatient I am to ſeize them: after 
theſe painful agonies, how greedily ſhall I drink in im- 
mortal eale and pleafure! Break away, ye thick clouds; 
be gone, ye envious ſhades, and let me behold the glo- 
ries ye conceal ; let me ſee the promiſed land, and ſur- 
vey the happy regions I am immediately to poſleſs. 
How long will ye interpoſe between me and my bright 
tun? between me and the unclouded face of God? 
Look up, my ſoul, lee how. ſweetly thoſe reviving 
beams break forth! how they diſpel the gloom, and 
gild the ſhades of death. 

O bleſſed eternity! with what a cheerful ſplendour 
doſt thou dawn on my ſoul. With thee comes liberty, 
and peace, and love, and endleſs felicity : but pain, 
and forrow, and tumult, and death, and darkneſs, 
vaniſh before thee for ever. I am juſt upon the ſhores 
of thoſe happy realms where uninterrupted day and 
eternal Tpring reſide; yonder are the delectable — 

an 


mmi — dd MC 


OF THE HEART, 97 
and harmonious vales which continually echo to the 
ſongs of angels. There the bliſsful fields extend their 
verdure, and there the immortal groves aſcend. But 
how dazzling is thy proſpect, O city of God, of whom 
ſuch glorious things are ſpoke! In thee “ there ſhall 
be no more night, nor need of the ſun or moon, for the 
throne of God and of the Lamb is in the midſt of thee ; 
and the nations that are ſaved ſhall walk in thy light, 
and the kings of the earth ſhall bring their glory and 
honour into thee; and there the glorious Lord ſhall be 
to us a place of defence, a place of ſtreams and broad 
rivers;z* and the voice of joy, and the ſhout of triumph, 
ſha;l be heard in thee for ever. 


There holy ſouls perpetual ſabbaths keep, 

And never are concern'd for food or ſleep; 

There new-come ſaints with wreaths of light arecrown'd, 
While ivory harps and filver trumpets ſound ; 

There flaming ſeraphs ſacred hymns begin, 

And raptur'd cherubs loud reſponſes ſing. 


My eyes ſhall there behold the King in his beauty; 
and oh! how raviſhing will the aſpects of his love be! 
What unutterable ecſtafies ſhall I feel, when I meet 
thoſe ſmiles which enlighten heaven, and exhilarate all 
the celeſtial regions; when I ſhall view the beatific 
glory, without one interpoſing cloud to eternity: when 
I ſhall drink my fill at the fountains of joy, and is 


thoſe rivers of pleaſure that flow from his right hand 
for ever. 


XXII. A Dewvout Reſignation o Self to the Divine 
Power and Goodneſs, 


MY all ſufficient friend, my ſhield, and my ex- 

ceeding great reward!' I have enough: un- 

bounded avarice can covet nothing beyond thee; the 

ſoul whom thou doſt not ſuffice deſerves to be eternally 

poor, Thou art my ſupreme happineſs, my voluntary 
I choice; 
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choice: I took thy love for my treaſure in that bleſſed 
day when I entered into covenant with thee, and be- 
came thine: I made no articles with thee for thy 
friendſhip, the honours, and pleaſures of the world, 
but ſolemnly renounced them all, and choſe thy favour 
for my ſingle inheritance, leaving the conduct of my 
life entirely to thee. 

Theſe were my vows, and theſe I have often re- 
newed; and ſhall I now retract ſuch ſacred obligations, 
and alter a choice ſo juſt and reaſonable? Forbid it, 
gracious God! let me never be guilty of ſuch madneſs. 
The world has often diſappointed my moſt conhdent 
expectations, but thou haſt never deceived me, In all 
my dittreſs I have found thee a certain refuge, my 
ſhield, my fortreſs, my high tower, my deliverer, my 
rock, and he in whom I truit.* When there was none 
to ſave me, thy powerful hand has ſet me free; thou 
haſt redreſſed my grievances, and diſſipated my fears, 
thou haſt brought me light out ot obſcurity, and turned 
my darkneſs into day. 

When the world could afford me nothing but tem- 
peſt and diſorder, with thee I have found repoſe and 
undiſturbed tranquility, Thou haſt been my long ex- 
perienced refuge, my unfailing confidence, and I fted— 
faſtly depend on thee for my future conduct. I cannot 
err when guided by infinite Wiſdom. I mutt be ſafe 
in the arms of eternal love, to which I humbly reſign 
myſelf. Let me have riches or poverty, honour or 
contempt ; whatever comes from thy hands ſhall be 
thankfully received, I would hear no voice but thine, 
nor make a ſtep but where I am following thee. 

It thou wouldſt leave me to choole for myſelf, I 
would reſign the choice again to thee, I dread no- 
thing more than the guidance of my own blind defires : 
I tremble at the thoughts of ſuch a fatal liberty; avert, 
gracious God, that miſerable treedom. Thou fore- 
leelt all events, and at one ſingle view doſt look through 
eternal conſequences; therefore do thou determine my 

circumſtances, 
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circumſtances, not to gratify my own wild delires, 
but to advance thy glory. 

Thou halt an unqueitioned right to diſpoſe of me; I 
am thine by neceſſary ties and voluntary engagements, 
which I thankfully acknowledge, and ſolemnly renew : 
deliberately and entirely I put myfelt into thy hands. 
Whatever intereſt I have in this world I facrifice to 
thee, and leave my deareſt enjoyments to thy diſpoſal, 
acknowledging it my gicateſt happinels to be guided 
by thee, 

© Lord, what is man that thou art mindful of him!” 
that thou, who art ſupremely bleſſed, and independently 
happy, ſhouldſt concein thyſelf with human affairs, 
and condeſcend to make our wants as much thy care 
as if mortal miſeries could reach thee, and interrupt 
immortal bleſſedneſs! thou wouldſt make us ſenſible of 
thine indulgence by the moſt tender fimilitudes: a 
father's gentle care but faintly ſhadows thine, and all 
we can conceive of human pity falls ſhort of thy com- 
paſſion, Thou doſt ſeem to ſhare in our calamities, 
and ſympathize in all our grief. No friend fites to our 
aſſiſtance with all the ſpeed that love brings thee; nor 
canſt thou ever want methods to relieve thote. that con- 
fide in thee. 

Tiy providence finds or makes its way through all 
oppoſitions ; the ſtreams ſhall roll back to their toun- 
teins, the fun ſhall ſtand Fill, and the courſe of nature 
be reverſed, rather than thou want means to bring th 
purpoſes to paſs. No obſtacle puts a ſtand to thy de- 
tigns, nor obſtructs thy methods, it is thy will that 
makes nature and neceſſity : who can ſtay thy hand, or 
fry unto thee, - What doft thor? Thy counſel hall 
ſtand, and thou wilt do all thy pleaſure. Nothing is 
Impoſſible for thee to accompliſh: wherever I caſt my 
eyes, I fee inſtances of thy power: the extended firma- 
ment, the ſun and ſtars, tell me what thou art able to 
pertorm ; they atteſt thy omnipotence, and rebuke my 
unbelief, The whole creation pleads for thee, and con- 


demns my infidelity, I 2 Almighty 
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Almighty God, forgive my diffidence, while IT con- 
feſs it is moſt inexculable. Thy hand is not ſhortened, 
nor are the ſprings of thy bounty ſealed; thy ancient 
miracles have not exhauſted thy ſtrength, nor hath per- 
petual beneficence impoveriſhed thee; thy power re- 
mains undiminiſhed, and thy mercy endureth for ever, 
That dazzling attribute ſurrounds me with tranſporting 
glories: which way ſoever I turn, I meet the bright 
conviction; I cannot recal a day of my paſt lite on 
which ſome ſignature of thy goodnets is not ſtamped, 


Oh! who hath taſted of thy clemency 
In greater meaſure, or more oft than? 
Which way ſo'er I turn my face or fect, 
I ſee thy mercy, and thy glory meet. 


In whatever thou haſt granted, or whatever thou haſt 
denied me, thy beneficence has been mingled with 
every diſpenſation ; thou haſt not taken the advantage 
of my follies nor been ſevere to my ſins, but haſt re- 
membered my frame, and treated me with the utmoſt 
indulgence. Glory be to thy name for ever. 


XXIII. Redeeming Love. 
AEMIGHTY Love, the theme of every heavenly 


ſong! infinite grace, the wonder of angels! forgive 
a mortal tongue that attempts thy praiſe; and yet 
ſhould man be filent, the mute creation would find a 
voice to upbraid him. 

But, oh! in what language ſhall I ſpeak? with 
what circumſtance ſhall I begin? Shall I roll back the 
volumes of eternity, and begin with the glorious de- 
ſign that determined man's redemption before the birth 
of Time, betore the confines of Creation were fixed ? 


Infinite years before the day, 
Or heavens began to roll? 


Shall I ſpeak in general of all the nations of the re- 
deemed ? 
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deemed ? or, to excite my own gratitude, ſnall I con- 
der myſelf, my worthleſs ſelf, included, by the eter- 
nal decree, among the number of - thoſe who ſhould 
hear of a Redeemer's name, and be marked out a par- 
taker of that immenſe privilege? Before the founda- 
tions of the hills were laid, the gracious deſign was 
formed, and the bleſſed plan of it ſchemed out before 
the curtains of the ſky were ſpread. | 

Lord ! what is man; what am I ; what is all the 
human race to be thus regarded? O narrow thoughts, 
and narrower words! here conteſs your defects; theſe 
are heights not to be reached by you. Adorable mea- 
ſures ot infinite clemency ! unſearchable riches of grace! 
with what aſtoniſhment do I ſurvey you! I am ſwal- 
lowed and loſt in the glorious immenſity. All hail, ye 
divine myſteries! ye glorious paths of the unſearchable 
Deity! let me adore tho' I can never expreſs you. 

Yet ſhould I be filent, heaven and carth, nay, hell 
itſelf will reproach me: the damned themſelves would 
call me ungratetiul, ſhould I fail to celebrate that grace 
whoſe loſs they are for ever lamenting; a loſs that 
leaves them for ever deiperate and undone. Tis this 
grace which tunes the harp of heaven, and yields them 
an immortal ſubject of harmony and praile, The ſpi- 
rits of juit men made perfect fx thei contemplations 
here; they adore the glorious myſtery, and while they 
ling the wonders of redeeming love, they aſcribe tublime 
and living honours to him that fits on the throne, 
and to the Lau, for ever, And infinitely worthy 
ait thou, O Lord, to receive the gratetul homage. 
Wao ſhall not praiſe and magnity thy name? who ſhall 
deny the tribute of thy glory ? 

But alas! what can mortal man add to thee? what 
can nothingneſs and vanity give? We murmur from 
the duſt, and attempt thy praiſe from the depths of 
milery ;z yet thou doſt condeicend to hear and liſten to 
our broken accents ; amidit the hallelujahs of angels 
our groans a.cend to thee, our complaints reach thee ; 
trom the height of thy happineſs, and from the exalta- 
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tions of eternal glory, thou haſt a regard to man, poor 
wretched man! thou receiveſt his homage with delight, 
his praiſes mingle with the harmony of angels, nor in- 
terrupt the ſacred concord, Thoſe natives of heaven, 
thoſe morning ſtars ſing together in their heavenly bea- 
titudes, nor diſdain to let the ſons of earth and morta- 
lity join with them in celebrating the honours of Jeſus, 
their Lord and ours. To him be every tongue devoted, 
and let every creature for ever praiſe him. Amen. 


XXIV. Pleading for Pardon and Helineſs. 


MMORTAL ſpring of life, the fountain of all exiſt. 

ence, the firſt and laſt, © without beginning of days, 
or end of years," before the heavens were created thou 
waſt, and ſhalt remain unchanged while they wax old 
and decay. Thou art infinite, bleſſed in thyſelf, thy 
glory admits of no addition; the praiſes of angels can- 
not heighten thy happineſs, nor the blaſphemies of hell 
diminiſh it. Thou canſt do every thing, and thy 
power finds no obſtacle. * Thou madeſt heaven and 
earth, the fea, and the fountains of water; thou doſt 
according to thy will in the armies of heaven, and 
amongf the inhabitants of the earth; thou holdeſt the 
waters in the hollow of thy hand, and meaſureſt out 
the heavens with a ſpan: thou ES the duſt 
of the earth in a meaſure, and weigheſt the mountains 
with ſcales, and the hills in a balance: thou covereſt 
thyſelf with light as with a garment," and art fur- 
rounded with inacceſſible ſplendour : thou art glorious 
in holineſs, fearful in praiies; the heavens are not clean 
in thy ſight, and thou chargeſt thine angels with folly: 
what then is man, that drinketh in iniquity like water? 
what is man, that thou art mindful of him? or the 
ſon of man that thou doſt thus viſit him?“ *Tis be- 
cauſe thou art good, and thy mercy endurcth for ever; 
mercy is thy prevailing attribute. Thou art compal- 
ſionate, and infinitely gracious, and haſt fully mani- 


felted thy love and beneficence to the race of man, it 
| the 
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the glorious methods of our redemption from everlaſt- 
ing bondage and death by thy Son Jeſus, 

Therefore, with the loweſt reverence, and moſt hum- 
ble gratitude, I defire to proftrate mylelt before thee, 
acknowledging it my greateſt honour and undeſerved 
privilege to approach the Lord, and bow myſelt before 
the high God; I that am unworthy to utter thy tre- 
mendous name, or once to lift up my eyes to heaven, 
To my own contuſion I here confeſs I have abuſed the 
mercy which I now implore, and injured that goodneſs 
and forbearance by my fins which I am now addreſſing 
myſelf to. TI have forteited the very benefits I aſk, and 
deſpiſed thoſe ſacred privileges which I am forced to 
plead : I can ſcarce ule any motive but what would 
carry it to my own condemnation. Shall I implore thy 
mercy by the gracious terms of the new covenant, 
ſcaled by the blood of thy eternal Son? Alas! that 
gracious covenant I have violated, and profaned its 
ſacred ſeals: I have ſinned againſt the cleareſt light, 
and the tendereſt inftances of love: I have not only 
broken my obligations to thee as my Creator, but the 
ſtronger engagements of thy adoption, even the glorious 
privileges of being admitted into thy family, and num- 
bered among the children of God. 

But ſtill thoſe very circumſtances that aggravate my 
guilt exalt thy mercy: here the freeneſs and magnifi- 
cence of thy grace will diſplay itſelf ; here thou wilt 
anſwer the indulgent title of a father in its tendereſt ex- 
tent, I have no fins too great for infinite clemency to 
pardon. Thou art God, and not man; and as the 
heavens are high above the earth, ſo high are thy ways 
of compaſſion above all human methods, 

I dare not ſet bounds to thy goodneſs, nor affirm, 
that thus far, and no farther divine patience extends. 
Thou haſt pardoned and reſtored me to thy favour too 
often for me now to deſpair: my penitent ſighs were 
never rejected, nor my humble requeſts unanſwered, I 
have always found the heavens open, and the throne of 


God acceſſible thro* the blood of a Redeemer. By his 
agony 
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agony and bloody ſweat, by, his croſs and paſſion, by 

his painful death and glorious reſurrection, I implore 
thy pardon : be has made a full atonement, and divine 

Juſtice will demand no further ſatistaction., * To him 

give all the prophets witne(s, that, thro' his name, 
whotoever believes in his name ſhall receive remiſſion 
of ſins.” 

O bleſſed Jeſus! the hope of the Cenliles, the ſalva- 
tion of the ends of the carth, the great Rleſſiah, the 
promiſed Saviour, who doth aniwer theſe glorious titles 
in their utmoſt ſigni cation, to thee, iny certain, my 
experienced refuge, I fly: O Son of God, hear me; 0 
Lamb of God, who takeſt away the fins of the world, 
have mercy on me. O eternal Spirit, the promiſed 
Comforter, come with all thy ſacred conſolation; come, 
and be as dew to the drooping flowers, as rain to the 
parched ground; oh! come with thy reviving light, 
and diſpel the darkneſs that beclouds my foul; break 
in like the ſun after a melancholy night. One beam of 
thine would melt this frozen, this obdurate heart, and 
kindle in my toul the ſpark of holy love; breathe upon 
my cold affections, and raiſe them to a ſacred flame. 

Searcher of hearts! from whom nothing is concealed, 
who ſe penetrating eyes find out hyprocrily in its darkeſt 
dilguile; thou knowelt the defires of my ſoul, and art 
muy impartial witneſs, that I kneel not here for the 
rich:s and honours of the worid; that I am not prot- 
trate before thee for length ot days or pleature; but 
that it is the kingdom of God, and the righteouſneſs 
thereof, that I leck. Give me not my portion with 
the rich and great, but let me have my humble lot with 
thy children; let me bear contempt and deriſion, and 
ſuffer reproach with the people of God, rather than en- 

joy the pleaſurcs of tin, which are but for a ſeaſon. 
Thy tavour is the end of all my wiſhes, the conſtant 
ſubject of my prayer. Oh! thou, whole cars are open 
to the wants ot all thy creatures, who hearelt the young 
ravens wi;cn they cry from their neſt to thee, who givelt 
the men of the world the tranſitory things they 95 
Wilt 
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wilt thou deny the defires which thou thyſelf doſt in- 
ſpire and approve? O let me be blled with that righte- 
ouſneſs which I hunger and thirſt after, and be ſatis- 
fied with thy likeneſs. Thou canſt not be diminiſhed, 
whatever perfection thou doſt communicate to the crea- 
tures; endleſs liberality could not make thee poor. 

I aſk not privileges above the capacity of my nature, 

nor aſpire to the perfections of angels: I only beg that 

I may reach thole heights of holineſs and divine love, 
which ſouls, inveſted by a mortal body like mine and 
incumbered with the {ame human paſſions, have at- 
tained. But in vain I ftrive to imitate thoſe bright ex- 
amples thou haſt tet before me; without thy aſſiſtance 

all my endeavours will prove ſuccelslels. Thou know- 
| ett the irailty of my nature, and the mighty difficulties 
I have to encounter; I have not only the allurements 
of the world, but all the ftratagems of hell to en- 
| counter with, and a treacherous heart within, ready on 


f all occaſions to betray me into fin and endleſs perdi- 
] tion: O let my impotence and danger awaken thy 
n compaſſion. 
Remember thy former benignity, O Lord, and let 
, that engage thee to grant me new ſupplies of that grace 
ſt by which alone I ſhall prove victorious, Thy bounty 
t to any of the works of thy hands muſt always flow 
je from the goodneſs ot thy own nature; for what creature 
. can pretend to merit any thing from thee? I would | 
Th urge nothing but thy own infinite mercy, when I entreat | 
is thee not to let me periſh, after the wonderful things | 


th chou haſt done for my foul; after all the pledges thou 
th haſt given me of thy love, let not my follies provoke thee | 
ad to forſake me; but remember thy covenant, and its 
n- gracicus articles, and act according to thine own inef- 

fable benignity,, which has been the gracious motive of 
nt every favour I have received from thee, 
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XXV. A Tranſport of Gralitude for ſaving Mercy. 


106 


1 Bleſs a thouſand times the bappy day when firſt a 

beam of heavenly light broke in on my foul, when 
the day-ſtar from on high vifited me, and the celeſtial 
light began to dawn; I welcomed its cheertul luſtre, 
and felt the ſacred influence: the flames of holy love 
awoke, and holy joys were kindled. 

The earth and all pageantry diſappeared like clouds 
before the morning tun: the ſcenes of paradiſe were 
opened —ſeraphic pleaſures, and unutterable delights, 
AI hail, 1 cried, you unknown Joys, you unexperienced 
pleaſures ! compared to you, what is all I have reliſhed 
till now? what is earthly beauty and harmony? what 
is all that mortals call charming and attr active? I 
never lived till now; I knew no more than the name of 
happineis till now: I have been in a dream during all 
the days of my folly and vanity ; but now I awake to 
the lite of heaven-boru ſpirits, and talte the joys of 
angels, 


Importunate Requeſts for the Return of God 10 
the Soul. 


XXVI. 


Tou great and glorious, thou invitible and uni- 

verlal Being, art thou no nearer to be approached? 
or dv I ſearch thee amils; is there a corner of the cre- 
ation unviſited by thee, or any place exempt from thy 
preience? I trace thy tootiteps through heaven and 
earth, but I cannot overtake thce, 


Why do I ſeek thee if thou art not here? 
Or find thee not, it thou art ev'ry nete? 


Tell me, O my God, and my All, tell me whore 
thou art to be found; for there ;s the place of my ict. 
What im. Zmable good Can lu! pply thy ahl ſence ? D. - 


prived of thee, all that the Worid could offer wou! 
be 
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be like a jeſt to a dying man, and provoke my averſion 
and dildain. *Tis a God that I ſeek. 


My wilhes ſtoop not to a lower aim; 
Thou, thou halt kindled this immoital flame, 
Which nothing could allay. 


Adieu, adieu to all human things! Let me find my 
God, the end of all my wiſhes. Why doit thou keep 
back the face of thy throne? why do the clouds and 
ſacred darkneſs conceal thee ? 


Thy voice produced the ſeas and ſpheres, 
Bid the waves roll and planets ſhine ; 
But nothing like thyſelf appears, 
Thro' all theſe various works of thine. 


O thou fairer than all the works of thy hands! wilt 
thou ever hide thylelt from a creature that loves and 
lecks thee with ſo intenſe deſire? I appeal to thee, O 
Lord, are not my breathings after thee molt hearty and 
unfeigned ? does not my foul pant after thee with a fer- 
vour which cannot be extinguiſhed, and a ſincerity 
which cannot be diſguited ? 


For thee I pine, and am for thee undone : 
As diooping flow'rs that want their parent ſun, 


How do my ſpirits languiſh tor thee ! No fimilitude 
can expreſs the vehemence of my defires : wealth and 
glory, triends and pleature, lote their names compared 
to thee, To tollow thee I would leave them all be- 
hind : I would leave the whole creation, and bid the 
tils and ſpirkling ſkies adieu. Let the heavens and 
exrth be no more, while thou endureſt tor ever, I can 
want no ſupport; my being itſelf, with all its bleſſed- 
ne's, depends entirely on thee, 

Place me tar from the bounds of all creation, remote 
'rom all exiftence but thy own; in that ineffable ſoli- 
tide let me be loſt! let me expatiate there tor ever; let 
me run the endleſs rounds ot bliſs—but alas! I flatter 

myiclt, 
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myſelf in vain with ſcenes of unattainable happineſs. 
I will ſearch thee, then, where I hope thou mayeſt be 
found. I caſt my eyes to the bright regions above, 
and almoſt envy the happy beings that ſee thy face 
unveiled ; I fearch thee in the flowery meadows, and 
liſten for thee among the murmuring ſprings ; then ſilent, 
and abſtracted from human things, I ſearch thee in 
holy contemplation. *Tis all in vain : nor fields, nor 
floods, nor clouds, nor ſtars, reveal thee. 

Ye happy ſpirits, that meet his ſmiles, and hear his 
voice, direct a mourntul wanderer, while I ſeek him 
whom my ſoul loves, while I ſigh and complain, and 
caſt my fanguiſhing eye to yonder happy manſions. 
Fain would I penetrate the ſtarry pavilions, and look 
thro" the ſeparating firmament : oh! that thou wouldſt 
divide the clouds, that thou wouldſt rend the heavens, 
and give me one glimpſe of thy glory ! that thou wouldſt 
diſplay thy beauty, and, in the midſt of theſe earthly 
icenes of amuſing vanity, give me one moment's inter- 
val of celeſtial blefledneſs ! 


One look of mercy from thy eye, 
One whiſper of thy voice, 

Exceed a whole eternity 
Employ'd in carnal joys. 

Could I the ſpacious earth command, 
Or the more boundleſs ſea, 

For one dear hour at thy right-hand 
I'd give them both away. 


If things were put into juſt balances, and computed 
aright, for the firſt moment of this ſatistaction I am 
ready to ſay the whole creation would be cheaply loſt ; 
how gladly would I refign all for ſuch a bliſs! Adieu to 
human things: let me find my God, the end of all my 
wiſhes; *tis he whom I ſeek, tis he alone can ſatisty 
my infinite deſires. Oh! why doſt thou withdraw ? 
why thus long conceal thyſelf? where doſt thou retire ? 
Nor earth nor heaven reply to my repeated calls. 


Let me invoke thee by every gracious title, My on 
an 
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and the God of my Fathers: from one generation 
to another thou haſt been our dwelling- place ;* the 
claim has deſcended from age to age; thy covenant has 
been eſtabliſhed with us, and thy faithtulneis remains 
unblemiſhed. Oh, forget not thy covenant, forget not 
the bleſſings entailed on me; forget not the prayers and 
tears by wh.ch my pious anceltors have engaged thy 
mercy for me; forget not their vows and ſolemn dedica- 
tion of me to thee. Oh! recal thy ancient favours, 
and renew thy former mercy to a tamily which has been 
thine in a ſucceſſion of ages. 

Let me invoke thee now by a nearer propriety ; My 
covenant God, my father, and my friend! It by all 
thoſe tender names I have ever known thee, forget me 
not. By thole ſacred engagements, O Lord, I entreat 
thy return. If all thy pait favours were real, it all 
was waking bliſs, and not a gay deluſion, O reſtore 
my heaven again. Life of my ſoul, light of my eyes, 
return: come, and bring all thy ſacred conſolations : 
one again let me experience thole holy joys that thy pre- 
lence imparts ; once again let me hear thy voice; once 
again be bleſſed with thy ſmiles. 


Oh! hear, and to my longing eyes 
Reſtore thy wonted light, 

And ſuddenly, or I ſhall ſleep 
In everlaſting night, 


Bleſſed Saviour, in thee we bchold the face of God 
as a reconciled Father; and doſt thou withdraw thylelt? 
O how welcome will thy return be! how like the break- 
ing of immortal day will thy preſence cheer me! how 
dearly ſhall I prize my happineſs! how fearful ſhall I 
be of every thing that would offend thee ! how joyful in 
the bleſſed diſcovery and poſſeſſion of thy love! I'd 
whiſper my bliſs to the liſtening ſtreams and groves : 


I'd carve thy paſſion on the bark; 
And ev'ry wounded tree 
Shall droop and bear ſome myſtic mark 
That Jzsus dy'd for me, 
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The ſwains ſhall wonder when they read, 
Inſcrib'd on all the grove, 

That heav'n itſelf came down and bled 
To win a mortal's love. 


But why do I flatter myſelf with theſe delightful 
ſcenes ? I find thee abſent ſtill: I mourn and complain 
as one unpiticd. What is lie while thou art abſent ? 
Oh! return and bleſs me with thy. preſence, thou who 
knoweſt my diſtreſſes, and art acquainted with my 
ſecret cares. Thou who art the witneſs of my mid- 
night fighs, and doſt hear when at the dawning day I 
call ther; but ſtill thou anſwerett not, and ſeemeſt deaf 
to my prayers. I am, 'tis true, à worthleſs wretch ; 
but, vile as I am, thou haſt, in thy immenſe compal- 
ſion, brought me into covenant with thee. My beloved 
is mine, and I am his. 


He is my ſun, tho? he refuſe to ſhine; 
Tho? for a moment he depart, 
I dwell for ever on his heart, 


For ever he on mine. 
Fg 


Nothing can break the ſacred union: but for this ehm. 
fidence I were undone ; but for thus beam of hope | were 
loſt in eternal darkneſs. * Why art thou ditquietco, 
O my foul? and why art thou caſt down within me 
Hope in God, for I ſhall yet praiſe him for the light o. 
his countenance,* I ſhall yet welcome his return, I 
ſhall yet hear his cheering voice, and meet his tavour- 
able (miles. 

But why, O my Goa, this long ſuſpenſe ?' Why do 
theſe intervals of night and darkneſs abide upon me, 
and torment my heart fo long? Wilt thou deny a 
bliſs ſo eaſily granted; 1 aſk not more than is lawtul 
for mortality to wiſh : I aſk not the viſions of angels 
here below, nor the beatitudes of perfected ſpirits ; I 
alk but what thou haſt bid me ſeek, and given me 
hopes to obtain; I atk that ſacred fellowſhip, that 
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ineffable communion, with which thou favoureſt thy 
ſaints. 

On! let me hear thoſe heavenly whiſpers that give 
them the foretaſtes of immortal pleaſure ; let me be ſen- 
ſible of thoſe divine approaches that kindle celeſtial ar- 
donr in their ſouls; let me meet thoſe beams that 
darken all mortal beauty: let me enjoy at this earthly 
diſtance, thoſe ſmiles that are the bliſs of angels in 
heaven. Though tis but darkly, and afar off, yet let 
me feel their influence; it will brighten the paſſage of 
life, it will direct me thro' its mazes, and gild its 
rough and gloomy paths; it will raile the flames of 
ſacred love, it will awaken the divine principle within 
me, and ſet it a glowing through all my powers. I 
abandon, I ſhall forget the vanities below, and the glories 
of the world will be no more: but while thou, O my 
God, hideſt thy face, I loſe my fun. I languiſh and 
die: yet to thee I will lift up my eyes, to thee I will 
lift up my ſoul. 

Come, Lord, and never from me go; 
This world's a darkſome place: 

I find no pleaſure here below, 
When thou doit veil thy face. 


XXVII. Breathing after God, and weary of the 
World. 


TI no mean beauty of the ground 
That has altur'd my eyes; 
I faint beneath a nobler wound, 
Nor love below the ſkies, 


If words can reach the heights of love and gratitude, 
let me pour ont the ſecret ardour of my foul: O let it 
not offend thy greatnels that duſt and vanity adores and 
loves thee. If thou hadſt given me other capacities, 
and formed any thing more ſuitable to my wiſhes, I 
might have found a lower happineſs, and been content 
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with ſomething below the infinite Deity ? but the 
ſcanty creation affords nothing to ſatisfy me, and I fol- 
low thce by a divine inſtinct and mere neceſſity of na- 
ture. | 

My life is uſeleſs, and my being inſignificant without 
thee! my realon has no proper employment; love, the 
nobleſt paſſion of my ſoul, has no object to an{wer its 
dignity. I am reduced to abſolute poverty; my nature 
is entirely ruined, I am loſt, eternaily loſt, undone, 
and abandoned to deſpair, it I am deprived of thee, 
There can be no reparation made for an infinite lols ; 
nothing can be inſtead of God to my ſoul. 

I have willingly renounced all things elle for thy ſake: 
all the ſentiments of tenderneſs and delight that my ſoul 
ever teels for any earthly object, is mere indifference, 
compared to my love to thee, and it grows into batred 
when that object ſtands as thy rival or competitor. This 
is the conquering, the ſuperior flame, that draws in 
and ſwallows up all the other ardours of my nature, 
My «engagements with all terreſtrial things are broken; 
the names of father, or brother, or of friend, are no 
more: abſtracted from thee, theſe tender titles give me 
neither confidence nor joy, and are mere inſignificant 
names, but as thou doſt give them an emphaſis; they 
are nothing at all without thee; and with thee, what 
infinite good can be an addition ? 


The ſoul can hold no more, for God is all 
He only equals is capacious graſp, 
He only overfills to ſpaces infinite. 


Thou art my God, and I have enough; My foul is 
ſatisfied, I am entirely at reſt. Divide the vain, the 
periſhing creation to the miſerable wretches that aſk no 
other port ion; let them, unenviad, poſſeis the honours, 
and riches, and pleaſures of the world; with a laviſh 
hand divide them away ; theſe things are but as the duſt 
of the balance to the happy ſoul that knows what the 
light of thy countenance imports. After that, there 
can be no reliſh lett tor the low delights of ö 
Lo! 
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Loſt in the high enjoyments of thy love, 
What glorious mortal could my envy move ? 


Ye ineffable delectations of divine love, let me have 
no ſentiment of pleaſure left but for you. My God 
revealing his glories and his graces in Jeſus Chriſt his 
Son, 1s ſufficient for my eternal entertainment. 

What if all former ideas of viſible things were wiped 
from my ſoul? what if I had no imagination, no me- 
mory, no traces left of any thing but the joys I have 
found in thy preſence and the affurances of thy ever- 
laſting favour ? Thoſe are the only paſt moments I re- 
cal with pleaſure; and, oh! let all the vaſt eternity be- 
fore me be ſpent in theſe ſatisfactions. 

Vaniſh, ye terreſtrial ſcenes ; fly away, ye vain ob- 
jects of ſenſe! I reſign all thoſe poor and limited facul- 
ties by which you are enjoyed; let me be inſenſible to 
all your impreſſions, if they do not lead me to my 
God. Let Chaos come again, and the fair face of 
Nature become an univerſal blank : let her glowing 
beauties all fade away, and thoſe divine characters ſhe 
wears be effaced, I ſhall be happy : the God of nature, 
and the original of all beauty, is my God. 

What it the ſun were extinguiſhed in the ſkies, and 
all the etherial lamps had burnt out their golden 
flames? I ſhall dwell in light and immortal day, for 
my God will be ever with me. When the groves 
ſhall no more renew their verdure, nor the fields and 
vallies boaſt any longer their flowery pride; when all 
theſe lower heavens, and this earth, are mingled in 
univerſal ruin, and theſe material images of things are 
no more, I ſhall ſee new regions of beauty and pleaſure 
for ever opening themſelves in the divine eſſence, with 
all their original glories. 

But O how various, how boundleſs, how tranſport- 
ing will the proſpe&t be! O when ſhall I bid adieu to 
phantoms and deluſions, and converſe with eternal re- 
alities! When ſhall I drink at the fountain- head of 
eential life and blefledneſs? 
K 3 And 
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— And then, 

O what !—but aſk not of the tongues of men, 
For angels cannot tell, — Let it ſuffice, 
Thyſelf, my ſoul, ſhall feel thy own full joys, 
And hold them faſt for ever. 


Oh! break my fetters, for I muſt be gone Bring my 
ſoul out of priſon! I am ſtraitened ; the whole creation 
is too narrow for me: I ſicken at this confinement, and 
groan and pant for liberty. How ſweet are the thoughts 
of enlargement! My ſoul is already on the wing, and 
practiſes imaginary flights: I ſcem to reach the heaven 
of heavens, where God himſelf reſides.—It is good for 
me to be here. 


But ah, how ſoon the clouds of mortal ſenſe 
Ariſe, and veil the charming viſion: 


Alas! what do I here in this waſte and dreadful wil. 
derneſs, this diſmal region, where our delights arc 
vaniſhing, and the very glimpſes of future felicity we 
enjoy, are ſo ſoon overſhaded and ſurrounded with real 
horrors ? Alas, what do I here, waſting that breath in 
ſighs and endleſs complaints that was given me to blels 
and praiſe the infinite Creator? Alas! what do I here 
among ſtrangers and enemies, in this wild unhoſpitable 
place, far from my home and all the ſubjects of my 
ſolid delight. 


My wiſhes, hopes, my pleaſure, and my love, 
My thoughts, and nobleſt paſſions, are above. 


What do I here in the dominions of death and fin, 
in the precincts and range of the powers of daiknels ? 
Here they lay their toils, and ſet their fatal ſnares ; 
but, Lord, what part have they in me; I have bid de- 
fiance to the powers of darkneſs, in thy ſtrength, and 
renounced my ſhare in the vanities of the world. I am 
a ſubject of another kingdom, and dare not enter into 
any terms of peace and amity with the irreconcilable 
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OF THE HEART, 115 
adverſaries of God and my foul, which inhabit theſe 
treacherous and fintul regions. The friendſhip of 
this world is enmity with God.“ Death and deftruc- 
tion are in its ſmiles; I ſtand on my guard, and am 
every moment in danger of ſurpriſe; oh! when will 
deliverance come from on high ! 


— — When, my ſoul, 

O when ſhall thy relcaſe from cumb'rous fleſh 
Paſs the great ſeal of heav'n! What happy hour 
Shall give thy thoughts a looſe to ſoar and trace 
The intellectual world; 


What glorious ſcenes ſhall open when once this mor- 
tal partition falls; when theſe walls of clay ſhall totter 
and fink down into duſt. Ye waters of life, ye torrents 
of immortal pleaſure, how impetuouſly will you then roll 
in upon me, and ſwell and fill up all the capacities of 
joy in my nature! Every faculty ſhall then be filled, and 
every wiſh ſhall end in unutterable fruition. * When I 
awake into immortal light, I will be ſatisfied with thy 
likeneſs.” Theſe expreſsleſs defires will die into ever- 
laſting raptures ; hope and languiſhing will be no more; 
but preſent, complete, and unbounded ſatisfactions will 
ſurround me. My God, my God himſelf, ſhall be my 
infinite, my unutterable joy: all the avenues of pleaſure 
ſhall be opened before me, the ſcenes of beauty and prol- 
PR of delight. © Everlaſting joy ſhall be upon my 

ead, and ſorrow and fighing ſhall fly away for ever.” 

There will be no more intervals of grief and ſin, —fin, 
that inſupportable evil, that worſt, that heavieſt bur- 
den, Here the painful and deadly preſſure lies! it is 
this that hangs as a weight on all my joys: but thanks 
be to my God, I can ſay, I fincerely deteſt and hate 
this vileſt of flaveries, this curſed bondage of corrup- 
tion; I long for the glorious liberty of the ſons of 
God: I groan under this load of fleſh, this burden of 
mortality, this body of death. 

But grant, O Lord! that I may with patience con- 
tinue in well-doing, and at laſt obtain glory and _— 
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tality through my Redeemer's righteouſneſs. © Sanc. 
tity me thro' thy word of truth: remember this re- 
queſt of my glorious Advocate. 


XXVIII. A Prayer for ſpeedy Sanctiſication. 
O Lord God, great and holy, all-ſufficient, and full 


of grace, if» thou thouldſt bid me form a wiſh, and 
take whatſoever in hcaven or carth I had to aſk, it 
ſhould not be the kingdoms of this world, nor the crowns 
of princes; no, nor ſhould it be the wreaths of martyrs, 
nor the thrones of archangels: my requelt is, to be 
made holy; this is my higheſt concern. Rectify the 
diforders fin has made in my ſoul, and renew thy image 
there; let me be ſatisfied with thy likeneſs. Thou haſt 
encompaſſed my paths with mercy in all other reſpects, 
and I am diſcontented with nothing but my own heart, 
becaule it is ſo unlike the image of thy holineſs, and fo 
. unfit for thy immediate preſence. 

Permit me to be importunate here, O bleſſed God, 
and grant the importunity of my wiſhes ; let me be fa- 
voured with a gracious and ſpeedy anſwer, for Iam dying 
while I am ſpeaking ; the very breath with which I am 
calling upon thee is carrying away part of my life; 
this tongue, that is now invoking thee, mult ſhortly 
be ſilent in the grave; theſe knees that are bent to pay 
thee homage, and thele hands that are now lifted to the 
moſt high God for mercy, muſt ſhortly be mouldering 
to their original duſt : theſe eyes will ſoon be cloled in 
death, which are now looking up to thy throne tor a 
bleiſing. Oh! prevent the flying hours with thy mercy. 
and let thy favour outſtrip the haſty moments. 

Thou art unchanged, while rolling ages paſs along: 
but I am decaying with every breath I draw: my 
whole allotted time to prepare tor heaven is but a point, 
compared with thy infinite duration. The ſhortneſs 
and vanity of my preſent being, and the importance of 
my eternal concerns, join together to demand my utmoſt 
folicitude, and give wings to my warmeſt wiſhes. * 
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I can utter all my preſent deſires, the haſty opportunity 
perhaps is gone, the golden minute vaniſhed, and the 
leaſon of mercy has taken its everlaſting flight, 

Oh! God of Ages, hear me ſpeedily, and grant m 
requeſt while I am yet ſpeaking ; my trail enact 
admit ot no delay; anſwer me according to the ſhortneſs 
of my duration, and the exigence of my circumſtances. 
My buſinels, of high importance as it is, yet is limited 
to the preſent now, the paſſing moment ; for all the 
powers on earth cannot promile me the next. 

Let not my preſſing importunity, therefore, offend 
thee: my happineſs, my everlaſting happineſs, my 
whole being is concerned in my ſucceis; as much as 
the enjoyment of God himſelf is worth, is at ſtake, 

Thou knoweſt, O Lord, what qualification will fit 
me to hold thee : thou knoweſt in what I am detective: 
thou canſt prepare my foul in an inſtant to enter into 
thy holy habitation. I breathe now, but the next 
moment may be death: let not that fatal moment come 
betore I am prepared. The ſame creating voice that 
ſaid, Let there be light, and there was light,“ can, 
in the ſame manner, purify and adorn my ſoul, and 
make me ft for my own preſence ; and my ſoul longs 
to be thus purified and adorned. O Lord, delay not, 
for every moment's interval is a loſs to me, and may 
be a loſs unſpeakable and unrepairable. Thy delay 
cannot be the leaſt advantage to thee ; thy power and 
thy clemency are as full this preſent inſtant as they 
will be the next, and my time as fleeting, and my 
wants as preſſing. 

Remember, O eternal God, my loſt time is for ever 
lolt, and my waſted hours will never return, my neg- 
lected opportunities can never be recalled ; to me they 
are gone for ever, and cannot be improved; hut thou 
canſt change my ſinful foul into holineſs by a word, 
and ſet me now in the way to everlaſting improvement, 
O let not the ſpirit of God reſtrain itielt, but bleis me 
according to the fulneſs of thy own being, according to 
the riches of thy grace in Chriſt Jeſus, according 2 thy 
nanite 
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infinite inconceivable love manitz{ted in that glorious 
gift of thy beloved Son, wherein the fulnets of thy 
Godhead was continued; it is through his merit and 
mediation I humbly wait for all the unbounded blet- 
ſings I want or aſk for. 


XXIX. Gratitude for early and peculiar Favours, 


ET me trace back thy mercy, O my God, from the 
firſt early dawn of life, and bleſs thee for the privi- 
leges of my birth, that it was not in the land of dark- 
neſs, where no ray of the goſpel had ever darted its 
light; where the name of a Saviour never had reached 
my ears, nor the tranſporting tidings of redemption 
from eternal miſery had ever bleſſed my foul. 

But how ſhall I expreſs my gratitude for that grace 
which ordained my lot in this happy land, one of the 
iſlands of which it was long fince propheſied, © They 
ſhail ſee thy glory, and truſt in thy name? God has 
enlarged Japheth,* even in the iſlands of the ſea, * and 
made him to dwell in the tents of Shem,' in the inhe- 
ritance of Abraham. I have my deſcent from the Gen- 
tiles, who were once “ ftrangers to the covenant of 
grace, aliens from the commonwealth of I'rae],* but 
are now brought nigh by the blood of ſprinkling. Jeſus, 
the great peace-maker, hath brought both near to God 
and to cach other. 

I blels thee with all my powers for the privileges of 
my deſcent from pious anceſtors; that thou hatt been 
their dwelling-place trom generation to generation, and 
haſt not „taken thy loving-kindneſs from their ſeed, 
nor ſuffered thy faithfulneſs to fail.“ 

Thou haſt extended thy mercy to me, the laſt and 
leaſt of all my father's houſe, unworthy to wipe the 
feet of the meaneſt of the (ſervants of my Lord; and 
yet, by an abſolute act of goodneſs, I am brought into 
thy family, and numbercd with the children of God, 
Even ſo it has feemed good in thy fight, who © art 
gracious to whom thou wilt be gracious.” I might 
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I might have been a veſſel of wrath, a trophy to thy 
juſtice, inſtead of a monument of thy mercy : how 
unſearchable thy ways! how uncontrolled and free 
Thou didſt regard me in my low eſtate, in more than 
my original guilt and miſery ; for I had improved the 
wretched Rock, and been a voluntary as well as a na- 
tural ſlave to fin and death. F 

From this ignominious ſlavery, thou, my great Re- 
deemer, haſt ranſomed me; haſt brought me into the 
glorious liberty of the ſons of God. I was a ſtranger, 
and thou didſt take me in: naked, and thou haſt clothed 
me with the ſpotleſs robes of thy own righteouineſs : I 
was hungry, and thou didſt feed me: thirſty, and thou 
didit give me to drink of the fountain of life. 

What am I, O Lord, and what is my father's houſe, 
that thou haſt dealt thus gracioully with me, in enter- 
ing into an everlaſting covenant, ſigned and ſealed, 
even ſenſibly ſealed to my ſoul by the witneſs of thy 
ſpirit ? Lord, why me rather than many that were com- 
panions of my early vanities and folly ? whence were 
the motives drawn but from thy ſovereign pleaſure? how 
many are paſſed by that could have done thee more ſer- 
vice, and returned a warmer acknowledgment to thy 
diſtinguiſhing bounty? 

Ye ſpirits of juſt men made perfect, ye ranſomed 
nations, triumphant above, inſtruct me in the art of 
celeſtial eloquence; tell me in what ſtrains of ſacred 
harmony you exprels your gracitude for this glorious 
redemption, while in exoIted raptures you ſing “to him 
that loved and wallled you in his own blood, and made 
you kings and pricits to God," 


XXX. Aſpiring after the Viſion of God in Heaven. 


Beſeech thee ſhew me thy glory. It was a mortal 

in a ſtate of fraiity and imperfection that made this 
bold but pious requeſt, which I repeat on different 
terms; ſince none can ſee thy face and live, let me die 
to behold it. This is the only requeſt, I have to _— 
« 
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and this will I ſeek after, that I may behold the 
beauty of the Lord; not as I have ſeen it in thy ſanc- 
tuary below, but in full perfection and ſplendour, as 
thou art ſeen by ſeraphs and cherubs, by angels and 
archangels, and the ſpirits of juſt men made perfect. 


O my God, forgive my importunity: thou haſt com- 


manded me to love thee with all my heart, my ſoul, 
my ſtrength, and haſt by thy Spirit kindled the ſacred 
flame in my breaſt. From this ariſes my prelent im- 
patience : from hence the ardour of my deſires ſpring. 
Can I love thee, and be ſatisfied at this diſtance from 
thee? can I love thee, and not long to behold thee in 
perfect excellence and beauty? is it a crime to preſs 
torward to the end for which I was created ? All my 
wiſhes and my hopes of happineſs terminate in thee, 

Does not the thirſty traveller pine for ſome refreſhing 
ſtream ? would not the weary be at reſt, or the wretched 
captive be free? and ſhall not my thirſty, weary, cap- 
tive ſoul, long for refreſhment, liberty and reſt ? I am 
but a ſtranger, a pilgrim here, and have no abiding 
place: this is not my reſt, my home; and yet if thou 
haſt any employment for me, tho' the meanett office in 
thy family, I will not repine at my ſtay. 

But, O Lord, thou haſt no need of ſuch worthleſs 
ſervice as I can pay thee; thy angels are ſpirits, thy 
miniſters flames of fire? thouſands of thouſands ſtand 
before thee, and ten thouſand times ten thouſand mi- 
niſter unto thee; they attend thy orders, and fly at thy 
command. O deliver me from this burden of mortality, 
and I will ſerve thee with a zeal as pure and active as 
theirs. 

I can ſpeak of thy loving · kindneſs to the children of 
men in a very imperfe& manner; but then I will join 
with the czleſtial choir in praiſing thee, and rehearſe to 
liſtening angels what thou haſt done for my foul, Here 
I have a thouſand interruptions from the delightful 
work, a thouſand cold and dark ſome intervals: when my 
heart and tongue are both untuned, a thouſand nece!- 


ſary diſtractions that riſc from the miſeries of mortality; 
but 
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but when theſe intervals of grief and ſin ſhall ceaſe, 
my ſoul ſhall dwell at eaſe, and be for ever glad, and 
rejoice in thy ſalvation. 


XXXl. A Surrender of the Soul to God. 


(COMMAND me what thou wilt, O Lord, give but 
ſtrength to obey thee, be thy terms ever ſo ſevere. 
O let us never part. I reſign my will, my liberty, m 
choice, to thee; I ſtand diveſted of the world, and aſe 
only thy love as my inheritance. Give or deny me 
what thou wilt, I leave all the circumſtances of my 
future time in thy hands : let the Lord guide me con- 
tinually : here I am, do with me what ſeemeth good in 
thy ſight : only do not ſay, Thou haſt no pleaſure in me. 
Let me not live to diſhonour thee, to bring a reproach 
on thy name, to profane the blood of the Son of God, and 
grieve the Spirit of grace. O take not thy loving kind- 
neſs from me, nor ſuffer thy faithfulneſs to fail. Thou 
haſt {worn by thy holineſs, and thou wilt not lie to the 
ſeed of thy ſervants 3 thou haſt ſworn that the genera- 
tion of the righteous ſhall be blefſed ; veſt me with this 
character, O my God, and fulfil this promiſe to a 
worthleſs creature. 


XXXII. Truft and Reliance on the Divine Promiſe, 


O LET not my importunity offend thee, for it is the 

importunity of faith; it is my ſtedfaſt belief in thy 
word that makes me perſiſt : thy word and thy oath, 
© the two immutable things in which it is impoſſible 
for God to lie, give me (trong conſolation.” 

"Tis this that makes me preis forward to thy throne, 
and with confidence lay hold on thy ſtrength, thy wiſ- 
dom, and thy faithfulneſs, on thy goodneſs and tender 
compaſſion ; thoſe glorious attributes, for which * the 
children of men put their truſt under the ſhadow of thy 
wings. Tis thy glory to -n the confidence of the _ 
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of the earth, and it was long ſince predicted, That 
in thy name the Gentiles ſhould truſt.” 


Kind gnardian of the world, our heavenly aid, 
To whom the vows of all mankind are paid—— 


we pay thee the higheſt homage, and exalt thy infinite 
attributes by faith and confidence in thee. 

I know that thou art, and believe thee, “a rewarder 
of them that diligently ſeek thee.* I will never quit 
my hold of thy promiſes, there I fix my hopes; I will 
not let a little go, nor part with a mite of the glorious 
treaſure: I humbly hope I have a righttul claim ; thou 
art my God, and the God of my religious anceſtors, 
the God of my mother, the God of my pious father: 
dying and breathing out his ſoul, he gave me to thy 
care; he put me into thy gracious arms, and delivered 
me up to thy protection. He told me thou wouldelt 
never leave nor forſake me; he triumphed in thy long 
experienced faithfulneſs and truth, and gave his teſti- 
mony for thee with his lateſt breath. 

And now, O Lord God of my fathers, whoſe mercy 
has deſcended from age to age, whole truth has re- 
mained unblemiſhed and inviolable, and whoſe love re- 
mains without decay; O Lord, the faithful God, and 
the true, keeping covenant and mercy to a thouſand ge- 
nerations, let me find that protection and bleſſing that 
the prayers of my dying father engaged for me: now, 
in the time of my diſtreſs, be a preſent help: and if 
thou wilt this once deliver me, thou alone ſhalt be my 
future truſt, my counſellor, and hope; to thee I will 
immediately apply myſelf, and look on the whole force 
of created nature as inſignificant. To thee I will de- 
vote all the bleſſings thou ſhalt give; my time, my lite, 
my whole of this world's goods; whatever ſhare thou 
ſhalt graciouſly allot me ſhall ſurely be the Lord's. 

Oh! hearken to the vows of my diſtreſs, and for thy 
ewn honour deliver me from this perplexity which thou 
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knoweſt, and reveal to me the abundance of mercy and 
truth, 

"Twas my dependence on thy promiſe and fidelity 
that brought me into this exigence; I ſtaggered not at 
thy promiles through unbelief, but boldly ventured on 
the credit of thy word: I took it for my ſecurity ; and 
can the ſtrength of Iſrael repent ? canſt thou break thy 
covenant, and alter the thing that is gone out of thy 
mouth ? 

O God of Abraham, God of Ifaac, and the God of 
Jacob! this is thy name for ever, and this thy memo- 
rial to all generations ;* the God before whom my fa- 
thers walked, the God that fed me all my lite long till 
now, and the angel that redeemed me from evil, bleſs 
me. Let the God of Jacob be my help, let the Al- 
mighty bleſs me; let the bleſſings of my father * pre- 
vail above the bleſſings of his progenitors, to the utmoſt 
bounds of the everlaiting hills.“ 

Bleſs me according to thy own greatneſs, according 
to the unſearchable riches of thy grace in Chriſt Jeſus: 
he is the ſpring of all my hope, in whom all the pro- 
miſes of God are yea and amen; he is the true and 
faithful witneſs, and has by his death ſealed the divine 
veracity, and is become ſurety for the honour and taitn- 
fulneſs of the moſt high God, To this alſo the Holy 
Ghoſt, and the Spirit of truth, beareth witneſs, 

Oh! great Jehovah, Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt! 
the Lord God Omnipotent, hear and grant my requeſt 
for the glory of thy mighty name; that name which 
laints and angels blets and love: let thy pertections be 
manifeſted to the children of men: let them fay, There 
is a God that judgeth in the earth; let them contels 
thou doſt keep thy covenant with the feed of thy ſer- 
vants, that thy righteouineſs is from age to age, and 
thy ſalvation ſhall never be aboliſhed : let them fee and 
acknowledge, that in the fear of the Lord is ſtrong con- 
fidence, and his children have a place of refuge. 


L'3 Unſhaken 
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Unſhaken as the ſacred hill, 
And firm as mountains be; 
Firm as a rock the ſoul ſhall reſt 
That leans, O Lord, on thee. 


MEMORANDUM. f 


This act of faith in God was fully anſwered; and 1 
leave my teſtimony, that the name of the Lord is a 
ſtrong tower, and he knoweth them that put their truſt 
in him. 


XXXIII. Application to the Divine Trutb. 


HOWEVER intricate and hopeleſs ns preſent dif- 

treſs may be to human views, why ſhould I limit 
the Almighty? or why ſhould the Holy One of Iſrael 
limit himſelf? Nature and neceſſity are thine ; thou 
ſpeakeſt the word, and it comes to paſs: no obſtacle 
can oppole the omnipotence of thy will, nor make thy 
deſigns ineffectual. - 

Is thy hand at all ſhortened ſince the glorious period 
when thy mighty power and thy ſtretched out arm 
formed the heavens and earth: when theſe ſpacious 
ſkies were ipread at thy command, and this heavy globe 
fixed on its airy pillars ? 


The ſtrong foundations of the earth 
Ot old by thee were laid ; 

Thy hands the beauteous arch of heav'n 
With wond'rous {kill have made. 


And * theſe ſhall wax old as a garment; as a veſture 
ſhalt thou change them, and they ſhall be changed; 
but ſhouldſt thou, like thele, decay, where were the 
hopes of them that confide in thee? If in all genera- 
tions thy perfections were not the ſame, what conſola- 
tion could the race of men draw from the ancient 
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records of thy wonderful works? Why are we toid, 
thou didſt divide the fea, to make a path for thy peo- 
ple through the mighty waters?* that thou diaſt rain 
bread from heaven, and diſſolve the flinty rock in chry- 
ſtal rills to give thy cholen nation drink? 

Thou art he that diſtinguiſhed Noah in the univerſal 
deluge, and preferved the floating ark amidſt winds, 
and rains, and tumultuous billows. 

"Twas thy protecting care that led Abraham from 
his kindred and his native country, and brought him 
lately to the promiſed land. 

Thou didit accompany Jacob in his journey to Paden- 
aram, and gave him bread to eat, and raiment to put 
on, till greatly increated in ſubſtance, he returned to 
his father's houſe: he wrettled for a bleſſing! he wreſtled 
with the Almighty, and prevailed, 

With Joſeph thou wenteſt down into Egypt, and 
didſt deliver him out of all his adverſitics, till he forgat 
his forrows, and all the tvil of his father's houſe. 

Thou didit remember thy people in the Egyptian 
bondage, and looked with pitving eves on their afflic- 
tion; and, alter tour hundred and thirty years, on the 
very day thou hadit promited, did(t releaſe and bring 
them out with triumph and miracles. Thy preſence 
went with them in a pillar of a cioud by day, and a 
protecting fire by night: thy conquering hand drove 
out great and potent nations, and gave them entire poſ- 
feflion of the laud promiſed to their fathers ; nor didft 
thou fail in the leaſt circumſtance of all the good things 
thou hadſt promited. 

What a cloud of witneſſes ſtand on record! Joſhua 
and Gideon, Jephtha and Sampion, who, through taith, 
obtained promites. 

Thou did command the ravens to feed thy holy pro- 
phet; and at the word of a prophet didſt ſuſtain the 
widow's family with a handiul of meal. 

Thow didit walk with the three Hebrews in the fiery 
furnace; thou waſt preſent with Daniel in the lions“ 
den, to deliver him, becauſe he truſted in thee, 
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In what inſtance has the prayer of faith been rejected ? 
where were the righteous forſaken? who can charge 
God, without charging him fooliſhly ? what injuſtice 
has been found in the Judge of all the earth? his 
glorious titles have ſtood unblemiſhed from generation 
to generation, nor can any of his per fections decay, or 
rolling years make a change in the ANCIENT OF 
Days: 

Are not his words clear and diſtint, without a dou- 
ble meaning, or the leaſt deceit ? are they not ſuch as 
may jultly ſecure my confidence? ſuch as would ſatisfy 
me from the mouth of man, inconſtant man, whole 
breath is in his noſtrils, and his foundation in the duſt ; 
unſtable as water, and fleeting as a ſhadow ? And can 
I ſo flowly aſſent to the words of the Moſt High? Shall 
I truſt impotent man, that has neither wiſdom nor 
might to accompliſh his deſigns ; that cannot call the 
next breath or motion his own, nor promiſe himſelf 
a moment in all futurity? Can I reſt on theſe feeble 
props, and yet tremble and deſpond when [I have the 
veracity of the eternal God to ſecure and ſupport me? 

I know he will not break his covenant, nor ſuffer his 
faithfulneſs to fail: I dare atteſt it in the face of earth 
and hell; I dare ſtake my all for time and eternity on 
this glorious truth; a truth which hell cannot blemiſh, 
nor all its malice contradict, 

Exert yourſelves, ye powers of darkneſs, bring in 
your evidence, collect your inſtances, begin from the 
firſt generations: ſince the world was peopled, and 
men began to call on the name of the Lord, when did 
they call in vain? when did the Holy One of Iſrael fail 
the expectation of the humble and contrite ſpirit ? Point 
out in your blackeſt characters the diſmal period when 
the name of the Lord was no more a refuge to them 
that truſted in him! Let the annals of hell be produced, 
let them mark the dreadful day, and diſtinguiſh it 


with eternal triumphs. 


In vain you ſearch; for neither heaven, nor earth, 


nor hell, have ever been witneſs to the leaſt deviation 
from 
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from truth or juſtice : the Almighty ſhines with unble- 
miſhed glory, to the confuſion of hell, and the conlola- 
tion of thoſe that put their truſt in him. | 

On thy eternal truth and honour I entirely caft my- 
ſelf: if I am deceived, angels and archangels are de- 
luded too; they, like me, have no dependence beyond 
the divine veracity for their bleſſedneſs and immortality, 
they hang all their hopes on his goodneſs and immuta- 
bility z it that fails, the celeſtial paradiſe vaniſhes, and 
all its glories are extinct; the golden palaces fink, and 
the ſerapaic thrones mult totter and fall, Where are 
your crowns, ye ſpirits elect? where are your ſongs and 
your triumphs, it the truth of God can fail? A mere 
poſſibility of that would darken the fields ot light, and 
turn the voice of melody into grief and lamentation. 

What pangs would riſe even through all the regions 
of bleſſedneſs! what diffidence and tear would thake 
the heart of every inhabitant! what agonies ſurpriſe 
them all, could the word of the moſt high God be can- 
celled! The pillars of heaven might then tremble, and 
the everlaſting mountains bow; the celeſtial founda- 
tions might be removed from their place, and that no- 
bleſt ſtructure of the hands of God be chaos and eternal 
emptineſs. 

But for ever © juſt and true are thy ways, thou King 
of Saints; bleſſed are all they that put their truſt in 
thee ;* for thou art a certain refuge in the day of diſ- 
treſs, and under the ſhadow of thy wings I will rejoice. 
* My foul ſhall make her boaſt in the Lord, and tri- 
umph in his ſalvation : I called on him in my diſtreſs. 
and he has delivered me from all my fears.'—Halle- 


Injah, 


Here I diſmiſs my carnal hope, 
My fone deſires recall; 

I give my mortal intereſt up, 
And make my God my all. 


. XXXIV, 
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XXXIV. Glory to God for Salvation by Jeſus and 
his Blood. 


LV me give glory to God before I die, and take 
ſhame and confuſion to myſelf. I aſcribe my fal- 
vation to the free and abſolute goodnels of God; not 
by the ſtrength of reaſon, or any natural inclination to 
virtue, but by the grace of God I am what I am.“ 
O my Redeemer, be the victory, be the glory thine! I 
expect eternal life and happineſs from thee, not as a 
debt, but a free gift, a promiſed act of bounty. How 
poor would my expectations be, if I only look to 
be rewarded according to thoſe works which my own 
vanity, or the partiality of others, have called good, 
and which, if examined by the divine purity, would 
prove but ſpecious fins! As ſuch I renounce them: 
pardon* them, gracious Lord! and I aſk no more; nor 
can I hope for that, but through the ſatistaction which 
hath been made to divine Juitice for the fins of the 
world. 
O Jeſus, my Saviour, what harmony dwells in thy 
name! celeſtial joy, immortal lite is in the ſound ! 


Sweet name! in thy each ſyllable 

A thouſand bleſs'd Arabias dwell; 
Mountains of myrrh, and beds ot ſpices, 
And ten thouland paradilcs. 


Let angels ſet this name to their golden harps ; let 
the redeemed of the Lord tor ever magnity it. 

O my propitious Saviour! where were my hopes but 
for thee? how deſperate, how undone, were my cir— 
cumſtances? I look on myſelf in every view I can 
take with horror and contempt. I was born in a ſtate 
of miſery and fin, and in my beſt eſtate am altogether 
vanity. With the utmoſt advantages I can boat, I 
ſhrink back, I tremble to appear before unblemiſhed 

Majeſty. 
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Majeſty. O thou in whole name the Gentiles truſt, be 
my retuge in that awful hour. To thee I come, my 
only contidence and hope. Let the blood of (ſprinkling, 
let the ſeal of the covenant be on me. Cleanſe me 


trom my original ſtain, and my contracted impurity, and 
adorn me with the robes of thy righteouſneſs, by which 
alone I expect to ſtand juſtified before infinite juſtice 
and purity. 

Oh enter not into judgment with me, for the beſt 
actions of my life cannot bear the ſcrutiny z ſome ſecret 
blemiſh has ſtained all my glory. My devotion to God 
has been mingled with levity and irreverence ; my cha- 
rity to man with pride and oftentation. Some latent 
def has attended my beſt actions, and thoſe very 
things, which, perhaps, have been highly eſteemed by 
men, have deſerved contempt in the ſight of God. 


When I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs 
On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, 
My richeſt gain 1 count my loſs, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 


Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boaſt, 
Save in the Croſs of Chriſt, my God; 

All the vain things that charm me moſt, 
I ſacrifice them to thy blood. 


XXXV. A Review of Divine Mercy and Faithfulneſs. 


IAN now ſetting to my ſeal that God is true, and 

leaving this my as laſt teſtimony to the divine vera- 
city. I can from numerous experiences aſſert his faith- 
fulneſs, and witneſs to the certainty of his promiſes. 
The word of the Lord has been tried, and he is a 
buckler to all thoſe that put their truſt in him.” 

© O come, all ye that fear the Lord, and I will tell 
you what he has done tor my ſoul ; I will aſcribe righ- 
teouſneſs to my Maker, and leave my record for a 
people 
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people yet unborn, that the generation to come may riſe 
up and praiſe him, 

Into whatever diſtreſs his wiſe providence has brought 
me, I have called on the Lord, and he heard me, and 
delivered me from all my fears; I truſted in God, and 
he ſaved me. Oh! let my experience ſtand a witneſs 
to them that hope in his mercy ; let it be to the Lord 
tor a praiſe and a glory. 

I know not where to begin the recital of thy nume- 
rous favours. Thou haſt hid me in the ſecret of thy 
pavilion, from the pride of man, and from the ſtrife of 
tongues, when by a thouſand follies I have merited re- 
proach: thou halt graciouſly protected me, when the 
vanity of my friends, or the malice of my enemies, 
might have ftained my reputation: thou haſt covered 
me with thy feathers, and under thy wings have I 
truſted : thy truth has been my ſhield and my buckler ; 
to thee I owe the bleſſing of a clear and unblemiſhed 
name, and not to my own conduct, nor the partiality 
of my friends. Glory be to thee, O Lord. 

Thou haſt led me through a thouſand labyrinths, and 
enlightened my darkneſs, When ſhades and perplexity 
ſurrounded me, my light has broke forth out of ob- 
ſcurity, and my darkneſs been turned into noon-day. 
Thou haſt been a guide and a father to me. When 
I knew not where to alk advice, thou haſt given me 
unerring counſel : The ſecret of the Lord has been with 
me, and he has ſhewn me his covenant. 

In how many icen and unieen dangers haſt thou de- 
livered me! how narrow my gratitude! how wide thy 
mercy ! how innumerable are thy thoughts of love! 
how infinite the inſtances of thy goodneſs! how high 
above the ways and thoughts of man! 

How often haſt thou ſupplied my wants, and by thy 
bounty confounded my unbeliet! thy benefits have fur- 
priſed and juſtly reproach my dithdence ; my faith has 
often failed, but thy goodnels has never failed. The 
world and al! its flatteries have failed, my own heart 

and 
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and hopes have failed, but thy mercy endures for ever, 
thy faithfulnets has never failed. 

The ſtrength of Iſrael has never deceived me, nor 
made me aſhamed of my confidence. Thou halt never 
been as a deceitful brook, or as waters that fail, to 
my foul. 

In lovinz-kindneſs, in truth, and in very faithful- 
neſs, thou haſt afflicted me. Oh! how unwillingly haſt 
thou ſeemed to grieve me! with how much indulgence 
has the punithment been mixed! Love has appeared 
through the diſguiſe of every frown ; its beams have 
glimmered through the darkett night ; by every afflic- 
tion thou haſt been ſtill drawing me nem to thylelt, 
and removing my carnal props, that Lay lean with 
more aſſurance on the Eterna! Rock. 

Thy love has been my le ding glory from the firſt 
intricate ſteps of life : the firſt undefigning paths I trod 
were marked and guarded by the vigilance of "ny love : 
oh! whither elſe had my fin and tolly led me? 

How often have I tried and exp rienced thy clemency, 
and found an immediate anſwer to my pr yers? Thou 
haſt often literally tulfilled thy word: I have a freſh 
initance of thy faithfulneſs again: thou haſt made me 
triumph in thy goodneſs, and given a new teſtimony to 
the veracity of thy promiſes. 

And, after all, what ingratitude, what inſenſibility, 
reigns in my heart ? Oh! cancel it by the blood of the 
covenant ; root out this monſtrous infidelity that ſtill 
returns after the fulleſt evidence of thy truth. Thon 
hiſt graciouſly condeſcended to anſwer me in thy own 
time and way, and vet I am again dovbring thy faith- 
fulnels and care. Lord, pity me, I belizve; O help my 
Ueli. Go on to ſuccour, go on to pardon, and 
at laſt conquer my difhdence, Let me hope agrinit 
hope, and in the greatelt perplexity give glory to God, 
by believing what my own experience has ſo often 
lound—*. That the ftrength of lirael will not lie ; nor 
is he as man, that he ſhould repent,” 

While I have memory and thought, let his 3 

We 
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dwell on my ſoul. Let me not forget the depth of my 
diſtreſs, the anguiſh and importunity of my vows: 
when every human help failed, and all was darkneſs 
and perplexity, then God was all my ſtay. Then I 
knew no name but his, and he alone knew my ſoul in 
adverſity. Bleſs the Lord, O my ſoul, and forget not 
all his benefits. 


Long as I live I'll bleſs thy name, 

My King, and God of love; 

My work and joy ſhall be the ſame 
In the bright worlds above. 


I have yet a thouſand and ten thouſand deliverances 
to recount—ten thouſand unaſked for mercies to recall! 
no moment of my lite has been deſtitute of thy care: 
no accident has tound me unguarded by thy watchtul 
eye, or neglected by thy providence. Thou haſt been 
often found unſought by my ungrateful heart, and thy 
favours have ſurpriſed me with great and unexpected 
advantages: thou haſt compelled me to receive the bleſl- 
ings my fooliſli humour deſpiſed, and my corrupt will 
would tain have rejected. Thou haſt topped thy ears 
to the deſires which would have ruined and undone me, 
when I might juſtly have been left to my own choice, 
for the puniſhment of my many ſins and follies. How 
great my guilt! how infinite thy mercy ! 

Hitherto God has helped, and here I fet up a memo- 
rial to that goodneſs which has never abandoned me to 
the malice and ſtratagems of my infernal foes, nor left 
me a prey to human craft or violence. The glory of 
his providence has often ſurpriſed me, when groping in 
thick darkneſs. With a potent voice he has ſaid, 
© Let there be light, add there was light.” He has 
made his goodneis pals before me, and loudly pro- 
claimed his name, The Lord, the Lord God, mer- 
citul and gracious," to him be glory for ever. Amer. 
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XXXVI. Some daily Experiences of the es Me- 
thods of divine Providence, to me the leaſt and mei 
unworthy of all the Servants of my Lord. 


FIRST WE E K.“ 


? 
I. BVERY day's experience reproaches my unbelief, 
and brings me ſome new evidence of thy faith- 

fulneſs. Thou haft diſpelled my fears, and, to the 
contuſion of my ſpiritual foes, thou haſt heard the 
voice of my diſtreſs. But a few hours ago I was tremb- 
ling, and doubting if thou waſt indeeed a God hearing 
my prayer; and now I have a freſh inſtance of thy good- 
nels, which, with a grateful heart, I here record, 
May the fenſe of thy benefits dwell for ever on my 
ſoul. | 

II. Thy mercies are new every morning; again 
thou haſt given me an inſtance of thy truth. I truſted 
in God and he has delivered me: I will love the 
Lord, becauſe he has heard the voice of my ſupplica- 
tion; therefore will I call on him as long as I live.“ 

III. As for God, his way is perfect; the word 
of the Lord is tried: he is a buckler to all that put 
their truſt in him.“ He has punctually fulfilled the 
word on which I relied : bleſs the Lord, O my ſoul. 

IV. Thy bounty follows me with an unwearied 
courſe; language is too faint to expreſs thy praiſe : 
no eloquence can reach the ſubject, My heart is warm 
with the pious reflection; I look upward, and ſilently 
breathe out the unutterable gratitude that melts and 
rejoices my foul: I ſtaggered at thy promiſe through 
unbelief, and yet thou haſt graciouſly performed thy 
words. If we ſometimes doubt or faulter in our faith, 
yet he abideth faithful who has promited, 


* The diviſion of theſe meditations into ſevens, by the 
pious writer, ſeems to tell us, that theſe were the devout 


thoughts of {ix weeks of her life. 
| M V. With 
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V. With the morning light my health and peace are 
renewed : the cheering influence of the ſun, and the 
ſweeter beams of the divine favour, ſhine on my ta- 
bernacle—Lord, why me? why am I a ranſomed, 
pardoned finner ?—Why am I rejoicing among the in- 
ſtances of ſovereign grace and unlimited clemency ? 
VI. I boaſted in thy truth, and thou haſt not made 
me aſhamed: my infernal foes are confounded, while 
iny faith is crowned with ſucceſs. 


Oh! who hath taſted of thy clemency 
In greater meaſure, or more oft, than I? 


VII. As the week begun ſo it ends with a ſeries 
of mercy: language and numbers fail to reckon thy 
favours, but this ſhall be my eternal employment, 


Where nature fails, the day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 
My ever thankful ſou}, O Lord, 
Thy goodneſs ſhall adore. 


SECOND WEEK. 


J. I HAVE ſeen the goings of God my king in his 
ſanctuary: but O how tranſient the view! My 
ſins turned back thy clemency, and yet I can celebrate 
the wonders of forgiving grace, 
II. What do I owe thee, O thou great Preſerver of 
men, for eaſy and peaceful ſleep, for nights unmoleſted 
with pain and anxiety, | 


Thou round my bed a guard doſt keep ; 
Thane eyes are open while I fleep. 


Not a moment ſlides in which I am unguarded by 
thy graciougproteCtion. 

III. Thanks be to God, who has given me the 
victory through the Lord Jeſus Chriſt. Thou didſt de- 
liver me from the ſnare of the fowler, the — 

malice 
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malice of hell, and kept me back from ſinning againſt 
thee; be thine the victory and praite. Halleljah. | 

IV. © O Lord God ot Iiracl, happy is the man 
that putteth his truſt in thee.” I left my burden at 
thy feet, and thou haſt ſuſtained me; my cares are 
diſſipated, my deſires are anſwered. © Oh who is a 
God like unto thee, near unto all that call on thee ?* 

V. Thy ſtrength is manifeſt in weakneſs: Not 
unto me, O Lord, but to thee, be all the glory.” 


For ever thy dear charming name 
Shall dwell upon my tongue, 
And Jeſus and ſalvation be 
The theme of ev'ry ſong. 


This ſhall be my employment through an eternal 
duration: 'tis that alone can meaſure my gratitude, 
The Lord Jchovah is my ſtrength and ſalvation, he 
alſo ſhall be my long. 

VI. Every day's experience confirms my faith, 
and brings a freſh evidence of thy goodneſs. Thou 
haſt diſpelled my tears, and, to the confuſion of my 
{piritual toes, hearkened to the voice of my diſtreſs, 

VII. I will love the Lord who has heard my ſup- 
plications. I made my boaſt in his faithfulneſs, and 
he has anſwered all my expectations. 


THIRD WEEK. 


I. MIV laſt exigence will be the eloſing part of my 

life, Oh! remember me then, my God. 
Thou who haſt led me hitherto, forſake me not at laſt. 
Be my ſtrength when nature fails, and the flame of life 
is juſt expiring ; let thy ſmiles cheer my gloomy hour! 
oh! then let thy gentle voice whilper peace and in- 
effable conſolation to my ſoul. 

II. In fix and feven troubles thou haſt delivered 
me, © and been a covert from the tempeſt, a hiding 
place from the wind.“ Hitherto God has helped, and 
I have dwelt ſecure; and here I leave a memorial to 

M2 thy 
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thy praiſe, a witneſs againſt all my future diſtruſt of 
thy faithfulneſs and truth. 

ITI. Every day of my life increaſes the ſum of thy 
mercies : the riſing and the ſetting ſun, in its conſtant 
revolution, can witneſs the renewal of thy favours. 
Thou waſt graciouſly preſent in an imminent danger; 
by thee my bones have been kept entire, and thou haſt 
not ſuffered me to daſh my feet againſt a ſtone. 

IV. Bleis the Lord, O my foul, and all that is 
within me bleis his holy name. Bleſs the Lord, O 
my ſoul, and forget not all his benefits z who heals thy 
diſeaſes, and pardons all thy fins.” O thou, the great 
Phyſician of my body, as well as of my diſtempered 
ſoul, thou haſt reſtored and ſaved me from death and 
hell. Bleſſed Jeſus, thou haſt * taken my infrmities, 
and borne my fickneſſes ; the chaſtiſement of my peace 
was upon thee, and by thy ſtripes I am healed.” 

V. I ſubſcribe to thy truth, O Lord; I atteft it in 
contradiction to internal malice, to all the helliſh 
ſuggeſtions that would tempt my heart to diffidence 
and unbelief, even againſt repeated experience, againſt 
the fulleſt evidences of the divine veracity. 

VI. Oh! thou who never ſlumbereſt, nor ſleepeſt, 
this night thy watchful care has kept me from a 
threatening danger; thy eyes were open while I was 
ſleeping, ſecure beneath the covert of thy wings. 

VII. Another, and a greater deliverance has crowned 
the day: I have found thy grace ſufficient in an hour 
of temptation, thy ſtrength has been manitfeſt in my 
weaknels, Thine was the conqueſt, be the crown 
and glory thine for ever. By thee I have triumphed 
over the ſtratagems of hell; © not unto me, but to thy 
name be the praiſe, O Lord.” 


FOURTH WEEK. 


I. TI not one of a thouſand of thy favours I can 
record; but eternity is before me, and that 


unlimited duration ſhall be employed to rehearſe the 
wonders 
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wonders of thy grace. Then in the great aſſembly 
I will praiſe thee, I will declare thy faithfulneſs, and 
tell to liſtening angels what thou haſt done for my 
ſoul, even for me, the leaſt in the family, unworthy 
to wipe the feet of the meaneſt of the ſervants of 
the Lord. 

II. How numberleſs are thy thoughts of love to my 
ſoul! if I ſhould count them, they are more than the 
ſand on the ſhore. Thou haſt again reproved my unbe- 
lief, and given me a new conviction that my whole de- 
pendance is on thee ; that ſecond cauſes are nothing, 
but as thou doſt give them efficacy; all nature obeys 
thee, and is governed at thy command. 

III. O my God, I am again ready to diſtruſt thee, 
and call in queſtion thy faithfulneſs. Oh! how deep 
has the curſed weed of infidelity rooted itſelf in my 
nature] but thou canſt root it out. 

IV. Again I mult begin the rehearſal of thy mer. 
cies, which will never have an end; for thou doſt renew 
the inſtances of thy goodneſs to a poor ungrateful ſin- 
ner. Thou haſt punQtually fulfilled the promiſe on 
which I depended; thou haſt granted the requeſt of 
my lips, and led me in a plain way, that I have not 
ſtumbled. 

V. This day I have received an unexpected favour. 
I doubted the ſucceſs indeed, but thou haſt gently re- 
buked my unbelief, and convinced me that all things 
are poſſible with thee, and that the hearts of the chil- 
dren of men are in thy hands. 

VI. Whether thou doſt favour or affli& me, I re- 
Joice in the glory of thy attributes, in whatever inſtance 
they are diſplayed. Be thy honour advanced, whether 
in mercy or in juſtice: I mult ſtill aſſert the equity 
of thy ways, and aſcribe righteouſneſs to my Maker. 
Yet let me plead with thee, O my God. Since mercy 
is thy darling attribute, oh! let it now be exalted : 
deal not with me in ſeverity, but indulgence ; for if 
thou ſhouldeſt mark what is amiſs, who can ſtand 
before thee ? M 3 VII, Thou 
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VII. Thou doſt heal my diſeaſes and renew my life; 
thou art the guardian of my fleeping and my waking 
hours. Glory to my God, whole eyes never ſlumbet. 


FIFTH WEEK. 
I. PHOU knowelt my ſecret grief, where my pain 


lies, and what are my doubts and difficulties, 
In thy wonted clemency, O Lord, diſpel my darkneſs ; 
leave me not to any fatal deluſion in an affair of ever- 
laſting moment. This is my hour of information and 
practice; beyond the grave no miſtake can be rectified ; 
as the tree falls, fo it mutt for ever lie. 

II. Thy goodneis ſtill purſues me, O heavenly Fa- 
ther, with an unwearied courle ; new initances of thy 
faithfulneſs reproach my unbelief. I ſent up my peti- 
tion with a doubting heart, and yet thou haſt graci- 
ouſly deigned to encourage my weak and ſtaggering 
faith, which has often wavered and failed, even in 
the ou of the brighteſt evidence of thy power and 
truth. 

III. Thou doſt ſeem reſolved to leave my unbelief 
without excuſe, by renewing the glorious conviction of 
thy clemency and truth. O let not the unworthineſs 
of the object turn back thy benignity from its natural 
courſe. | 

IV. How many unrecorded mercies have glided 
along with my fleeting moments into thoughtleſs ſilence, 
and long oblivion! How prone is my ungrateful heart 
to forget thy benefits, or (oh! amazing guilt) to make 
an ungrateful return! 

V. Oh! never let my falſe heart relapſe into diſtruſt 
and unbelief again! Thou haſt rebuked my folly, and 
put a new ſong of praiſe into my mouth : let thoſe in- 
ternal ſuggeſtions vaniſh that would once object againſt 
thy oft-experienced truth. In this I would ſtill tri- 
umph, and infult all the malice of hell. A time will 
come when thou ſhalt be glorified in thy ſaints, when 
thy truth and faithfulneſs ſhall appear in full gh 

when 
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when the beauty of thine attributes ſhall be conſpi- 
cuous and clear from every blemiſh that the impiety of 
men, or the malice of devils, have charged on thy moſt 
righteous providence. 

VI. Let me Rill aſſert that the ways of God are 
perfe& juſtice and truth: I have a freſh inſtance of thy 
goodnels to boaſt, and yet my ungrateful heart is even 
now ready to diſtruſt, The Lord increaſe my faith: 
let thy renewed favours ſilence my.unbeliet, to ſhew 
that the Lord is upright; he is my Rock, and there is 
no unrighteouſneſs in him.” 

VII. Teach me your language, ye miniſters of light, 
that I may expreſs my wonder and gratitude. O thou, 
who canſt explain the ſecret meaning. ot my ſoul, take 
the praiſe that human words cannot exprels ; accept 
thoſe unutterable attempts to praile thee, 


SIXTH WEEK. 
I.T ET me go on, O moſt Holy, to record thy faith- 


fulne(ſs and truth; let it be engraven in the rock 
for ever; let it be impreſſed on my ſoul, and impoſſible 
to be effaced. What artifice of hell is it that fo often 
tempts me to diſtruſt thee, and joins with my native 
depravity to queſtion thy truth! 

II. Oh! may I never forget this remarkable pre- 
ſervation; thy gentle hand ſupported me, and under- 
neath were the everlaſting arms. Thou haſt kept all 
my bones, not one of them is broken ;* thy mercy up- 
held me even when it foreſaw my inſenſibility and in- 
| ma How does my guilt heighten thy clemency ! 

ow wondrous is thy patience, O Lord, and thy rich 
grace, that only gently rebuked me, when thou might- 
elt have taken ſevere vengeance on my fins ! 

III, Again I muſt begin the rehearſal of thy love, 
Thou haſt eaſed my pain, ſcattered my feats, and 
lengthened out my days. Oh! may my being be de- 
voted to thee ; let it be for ſome remarkable ſervice that 
I am reſtored to health again. 


IV.I 
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IV. I find thy mercies renewed with my fleeting 
days, and to rehearſe them ſhall be my glad employ- 
ment; I truſted thee with my little affairs, and thou 
haſt condeicended to give me ſucceſs. Lord, what is 
man that thou thus graciouſly regardeſt him? Even my 
fins, my hourly provocations, cannot put a check to the 
courle of thy beneficence ; it keeps on its conquering 
way againſt all the oppoſitions of my ingratitude and 
unbelief: and haſt thou not promiſed, O Lord, it ſhall 
run parallel with my life, and meaſure out my days? 

V. Jeſus, my never-tailing truſt, I called on thy 
name, and thou haſt tully an!wered my hopes ; let thy 
praiſes dwell on my tongue, let me breathe thy name 
to the laſt ſpark of life, Thou haſt ſcattered my fears, 

and been gracious beyond all my hopes ; my faint and 
doubting prayers have not been rejected; but, oh! how 
ſlow are my returns of praile, how backward my ac- 
knowledgements! 

VI. Never have I truſted thee in vain; Lord, in- 
creaſe my faith; confirm it by a continued ſeries of thy 
bounty; add this favour to the reſt ; for faith is the 
gift of God, an attainment above reaſon or nature, I 
am now waiting for the accompliſhment of a promiſe; 
O ſhew me thy mercy and truth : add this one inſtance 
to the reſt, and for ever ſilence the ſuggeſtions of hell, 
and my own infidelity. 

VII. How rooted is this curſed principle of unbelief, 
that can yet diſtruſt thee after ſo many recorded in- 
ſtances of thy love! How long will it be ere my 
wavering ſoul ſhall entirely confide in thy ſalvation? 
Oh! my God, pity my weaknels, give new vigour 
to my faith, and let me take up my reſt in thee for 


ever. 23 00 62 
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